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FOREWORD 

HuBLEY Prioby stood in the midst of ita denuded 
lands : a protest, a sermon against the wild roce that 
had laid waste its ancient gloiies. 

Once the home of a rieh order, dedicate to the 
highest Service, passion of the great prelate who had 
found a bridegroom's joy in adorning its already 
snmptuous beantj, it had been a prize iudeed for King 
Harry. Greedily he had plunged his hands into the 
accumnlated treasure of centuries : the monastery plate 
chests had contained wonders of art and weight ; the 
Florentine gold casket that had held Bishop Everard's 
heart — placed, according to his dying wish, behind the 
panel of the high altar — had been studded with rubies 
worth in tbemselves a king's ransom ; thirty sumpter 
ninles had been laden with vestments and silken stufifs 
alone. And after the monarch had glutted and gorged 
himself it had still been a noble gift for his loving 
servant, Amyas Baby, than whom few had been more 
i:eaIons in the work of porification. 

Amyas Baby had been none of the breed that perse- 
cuted and despoUed his neighbour for conscience sake, 
through greed or yet through base complaisance. In 
youth the Chnrch had robbed him of his bride and 
he had Towed Tengeance : vengeance to be fearfnlly 
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2 WBOTH 

wreaked in manhood. After a long pilgrüni^ of 
spoliation throagh the coontry he settled on the lands 
of Hurley Abbey — then known as Lady's Graoe — ^to 
loxuriate in desecration. The walls that had echoed to 
holy pomp and now seemed to stand with somethlng 
of a martyr^s dignity at ihe meicy of the tormentor, 
might well have shuddered, have nm blood as the legend 
had it. The Church that had been his mother, Baby 
Struck upon the cheek; the veiy sanctuary of the 
minster he made the place of his orgies. 

The portals were hewn down in order that, through 
yawning gateways, his horses might enter and tramp 
over pavements wom by the knees of generations. 
Bound the altar, transformed into a table, his revels 
were held. It was from the altar-stone (tradition 
asserted) that blood had dripped. Matter-of-üact people 
disposed of the legend by suggesting that so much red 
wine had been spilt as well as drunk across it that it 
might well have poured from the table down the steps. 

In time, to wild Babys succeeded the wilder Wroths. 
If the kinship were somewhat remote, the original spirit 
of the race seemed curionsly reprodaced in the new 
owners : arrogant, fierce-tempered men, with the same 
animus against the monkish tradition and the same 
delight in its outrage. The church continued to be 
nsed as a great entrance hall to the mansion and its 
doors to open for the passage of horse and coach. On 
the sanctuary dais the Wroths still pledged brimmers 
across what had once been the sacred stone. 

Of course, like aU such heritages, the place was 
supposed to hold a mighty curse : the heir to the estate 
was ever in mortal enmity with the tenant for life : son 
had never been known to succeed father. The inherit* 
ance ran as erratically as wildfire — from nephew to 
nnple, from cousin to cousin. 
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The piesent holder of the honotiis of Hturley had 
suoceeded hia grandfather. This personage had sab* 
atantiated the family traditions hj quarrelling with 
hifl only son; and, when the latter had flnng hun a 
final defianee by wedding a City heiress» had taken 
a characteristio revenge. He had laid waate the üii 
lands he coald not alienate. For miles the father's 
anger had wiitten itself hideously upon hill and piain. 

According to custom, the pious founders of the 
Priory had chosen its site with an eye to beauty 
as well as material convenience. The woods that 
shelteied their game» the rivers and ponds that held 
their fiah, the fielda that grew their corn, the meadowa 
that fattened their cattle, were all aa goodly to the eye 
aa they were prodigal in retum. In the apaoe of half 
a year the whole landacape waa mutilated. Every tree 
waa levelled. It waa a apite that abaorbed an incal« 
cnlable aum. In hia &enzy, Lord Wroth had not 
panaed to make bazgaina for hia timber, and the avail- 
able labour of the countryaide waa employed at the 
work of deatruction irom dawn to annaet. Vast 
battaliona of treea lay where they were felled ; dealera 
were paid to remove the encnmbrance from park and 
avenue. 

And in the end my lord waa robbed of the aatia- 
faotion of hia illegal revenge. He had been in mad 
haate to atrike, but there waa a power awifter atill than 
hia wrath. The heir^a aeeming apathy waa one mom- 
ing explained by a buaineaa-like Courier firom the City. 
Young Wroth waa dead of a pemiciona fever and had 
not even heard of hia father'a repriaala. The city 
merchant took the opportnnity to hint aomething of 
hia Intention to bring an action in the intereat of the 
minor, hia Infant grandaon, bat thia intention waa never 
camed throngh. 
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Whether £com the effocts of thwarted rage or of 
belated lemorse, whether piematurely wom out by the 
violent pasaions that had rent him all his life, it would 
be hard to say, but Lord Wroth was that day seized 
with a stroke — the country folk called it a judgment. 
For twenty years of eyer-deepening imbecility he lived 
on in the midst of the desolation he had wrought — a 
body withoat a soul, dead yet alive, a fairly apt ezample 
for the superstitiouB of the curse of Hurley-— onoe Lady 'a 
Grace. 

When he passed at last, unmoximed and unhonouredy 
a truthful chronioler might well have described him as 
the most notorions of a iiotorious line, had not his 
young snccessor bidden fair to outdo him. From the 
spring of 1813 to the fall of 1816, George, fifth Lord 
Wroth, had reigned at Hurley ; and, short as the time 
was for the distinction, he was abready known from 
end to end of the country as Mad Wroth« 
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CHAPTEB 1 

^ Subilt/' flftid Jullana» rousing herseif from a mood of 
deep reflectdveiiess, ''we are being dri7en strangely 
fast— wüdlyr' 

MiB. Panton, the ContesBa's woman, spread out in 
all her good-humoured volome on the back seat of the 
trayeUing cbaiBe, ahook her head. Buddy, even in the 
white light of the moon, her oonntenanoe bore that 
ezpression of cheerfolness whioh, as a role, preluded 
her moet peasimistie utterances : 

'* Dnink, my ladj I ** ahe remarked in an nnctuous 
oontralta '"As soon as I laid eyes on the rasoal, at 
the Wells yonder, says I to myself : ' He'U break his 
neck^ and ours too/" She heaved a sigh that more 
nearly expressed satisfaction than dismay. '' Says I to 
myself» when your ladyship would leave Annibale in 
London, and start nnprotected on this wildgoose chase : 
* This will bring disaster on two helpless females « . . ' " 

''Why, Panton/' said the lady, and her tone was 
good-natnredly incüfferent, '' did you not yonrself teil 
me that Annibale was more trouble to you than help 
in this conntry ? " 

''I didy my lady, I did. I spent my time, from the 
honr we set foot at Dover, in getting him out of scrapea 
and teaching him our English ways. But a man's a 
man on a lonely road at night, since your ladyship must 
go on trapezing afker that good-for-nothing baggage, 
who will give your ladyship no gratitude — ^if indeed we 
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ever live to get to her ; which I mnch doubt, my lady, 
with that rascal driving us this rate. There will be 
two coipses at tbe end of our nigbt's work, not to speak 
of tbe post-boy/' 

" Well, we mußt resign ourselves, I suppose," said 
her mistress placidlj. ** If tbe fellow is drunk, he will 
Boarcelj attend to any remonstrance." 

Even as sbe spoke, tbe cbaise gave a lurcb, bonnding 
in and out of a rat. On eitber aide tbe bedgerows were 
flying by with nigbtmare velocity. Tbey tumed a 
oomer, and so sbarply tbat Juliana could not repress 
a cry. Tbe attendant shook her bead again. 

''"Wbat did I say, my. lady? Well, thanks be to 
the Almigbty, I finisbed your ladysbip's purple mantle 
last night; I am quite prepared.'' 

*'But I am not," said Juliana, with a laugh that 
matched her cry : low-toned and sweet it was, tbe most 
controUed expression of feeling conceivable. " I am by 
no means prepared, Fanton. And I think we must 
really try to put a stop to this/' 

Sbe dropped the window and thmst forth her bead. 
Tbey were goiug against the wind, and it was a stormy 
September night. The gust engulfed itself in tbe folds 
of her travelliog hood ; then tore it from her bead. The 
masses of her black hair were seized as by invisible 
hands, soft yet irresistible, and sbe was buSeted with 
her own silken tresses. Tbe leaves wbirled past her, 
tom from writbing branches. The moon, in fuU glory, 
sailed high amid seas of white wrack that seemed to 
part bef ore her as the f oam parts in drift and flying scud 
before the forging ship. 

Juliana allowed a few moments to pass before 
cartying out her purpose. Tbo nntamable spirit of the 
night, the madness of this rushing pace, was calling to 
0omething within herseif— sometbing hitherto onknown 
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— 'lecklesfl. She could see the poBi-boy riding the near 
hoTse Bß a Jockey bis racer, elbows, knees, and heds 
working ; she coold hear the anorts of the oyer-driven 
cieaturea and, f rom inside the coach, her woman ever 
moie jubilantly chant approaching and jnevitable 
dissolution. 

Then, suddenly, without any apparent reason, the 
postilion drew rein, whooped, and cracked his whip. 
The horses, checked in their headlong stride, plnnged 
and reared. There was an answering ahout fiom the 
side of the road, the dang and the groan of opening 
gates. With fresh lashing, curses, tugs, the greys were 
polled sideways ; for an instant the chaise was balanced 
on two wheels. 

'' Try to fall on me, my lady/' intoned Panton. 

An ominons grating against the stone post, and the 
tocking Chaise righted itself; the be wildered cattle 
stretched again into their stride, labonring, it seemed, 
opon an nphill way. And now behind them the gates 
groaned and clanged to again. Juliana sank back into 
herseat 

"We are off the high read/' she said. "What is 
the meaning of this ? " 

Mrs. Panton folded her plump hands. 

" It is a gate-or-pence. It means that we shall both 
get onr tiiroats cut for the sake of yonr ladyship's 
jewels. When I first set eyes on that ruffian: 
' Mnideier/ said I to myself." 

'' Order him to stop," said Juliana. 

Mrs. Panton protruded her jovial countenanoe on 
her side: 

**Hi, feUowI Hi, manl Hi, BcoundrelT' she 
called. '' Poll up this moment I " 

The post-boy looked oyer bis Shoulder, grinning (as 
flhe subeeqnently told her mistiess) " like Satan himself.'' 
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" Hooroo ! " cried he, " there's Tenebry at Hurley- 
Burley to-night ! " 

" My lady," said Panton, as she drew her head in, 
'' it*8 worse than drink and thieves. It's stark, staring 
lunacy . . . and the Lord only knows what he means 
to do with US ! " 

" Tenebrae ! " repeated Juliana wonderingly. 

A Vision out of the land whioh was her home 
painted itself upon the night Gypress trees, black 
about a white church, great doors open, cool gloom 
within, incense-weighted, restful against the blazing 
sunshine. In her ears oame the echo of a sad chant 
rising and falling. . • . But "Tenebrae at Hurley- 
Burley ! " it was like the freak of a dream. 

Mistress and maid looked at each other. In one 
thing were they matched. The thrill in Juliana 
Mordante's voice held more excitement than fear ; and 
Mrs. Panton, repeating in murmurs to herseif that she 
was qnite prepared, had a mantling cheek and a 
sparkling eye. 

" Never fear, my lady," she cried aloui " I could 
fire one of those pistols in the case, if really brought to 
it, a deal better tiian Annibale himself." 

" Perhaps it would not be amiss to get them out,'' 
said Juliana. 

Her hands were steady as she drew the polished 
mahogany box from under the seat. The unsuspected 
element in her which the voice of the wind had called 
from slumber to-night was growing strenger, filling 
her soul. She was twenty-four, and this was the first 
adventure of her lifo. 

Instead of hedgerows there now ran by them on 
either side a great waste. It lay ashen in the moon- 
light ; and as the horses strained to the top of the hül 
and their fallen pace broke into gallop once again^ 
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Jüliana could see tliat this barren land spread away, 
sinking and rising again to the korlzon, for miles, it 
seemed, without a Single tree. " It is some vast moor/' 
ahe told heiself. And then was surprised to behold a 
Wide shine of water running snake-like and catting the 
land in twain — ^for where river flowa, wood shoidd 
thiive. Presently ehe discovered that what ahe had 
taken for low bushes, darting paat» at regulär intervals, 
on each aide of the rough grass-grown road, were the 
Btumps of once mighty trees. By and by these nüna 
of a noble avenue gave place to wholesale alai^htered 
woods. Here the remaina of timber whioh apparently 
had not been found worth the removal lay rotting on 
the gronnd. It was like a deserted battlefield, where 
the dead were still stretched as they had fallen. A 
melancholy seized on her heart: into what story of 
recklessness and desolation was she being thus stras^y 
mshed? 

The caniage crested another hill; and then, at a 
tarn of the road, a mass of bnilding upreared its bnlk, 
black against the pale sky, pierced here and there with 
a yellow glare, from what seemed extraordinarily high 
Windows. 

** Look out this way, my lady, look ! " med Panton« 
'' This is some great Castle." 

'^ No/' said Juliana in astonishment, ** surely it is a 
chnrchl" 

The light from within revealed indeed the noble 
yet delicate outlines of lanoet Windows. Buttresses 
and pinnacles ; a finial and a gargoyle here and there ; 
faroken pillars of a ruined cloister ; the angle of a high- 
pitched roof and the fretwork of npspringing spires took 
ahape before her eyes in the mysteiy of the moonlight. 

" Tenebrae at Hurley-Bnrley . • • I " She had read 
tales of mystic experiences where lonely travelleni 
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were initiated to ghodtly ceremonials, the gnests of 
nnquiet spirits engaged in repeating, within ruined 
-wbUb, the gloiies, the follies, or the crimes of the dead 
past* But theie was reality in the shonts with which 
their mad post-boy now lent the night ; reality in the 
roaring breath of the horses, the steaming of their flanks 
in the chül air ; in Mrs. Panton's solid presence, in her 
ever ronnder eyes of astonishment ; in the jar with 
which the coach was snddenly pnlled np. 

For a moment silence enveloped them, complete bat 
for the rushing of the wind and the pantiQg of the 
horses. Now one of them shuddered and the hamess 
ratüed. Then out of the chnrch arose a stave of song 
followed by a chorus that rang ont jovially ribald. 

The postrboy raised a fresh howl and again cracked 
bis whip. There was an answering shout from within, 
a borst of laughter; and then onreality bßgan again. 
Slowly, groaning as they went, the great doors, linder 
the carven canopy of the church porch, began to roll 
back ; a vault of light, orange^ lurid, opened between 
them. The driver urged Ms horses, lashed them through 
the once consecrated portal into the chnrch itself. It 
was almost as if the dumb oreatures feit the dread of 
the sacrilege. Snorting, plunging, their hoofs beating 
resistance on the stone fiags, they were yet foroed for« 
ward; the clatter of their passage, the postilion's 
drunken shouts^ echoed and re-echoed from roof and 
aisle. 

With wild laughter, yells, and maniao gestnre, 
figares in grey monks' robes rushed to the side of the 
coach. For a moment to the bewildered occnpants all 
was whirl and noise, flame and darkness. Then they 
had a vision of the church as the chaise rocked np the 
nave. Save for here an ancient monnment, there a 
carven figure mutilated in a niche, the place was 
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dennded. Torches, stuck in the long rows of pillars, 
fiUed the air witb a lesdnons emoke that hnng in 
Tnreathd, thicklj red below, but silver-tinted by the 
moonrays where they oircied high into the clerestory. 

Within a few feet of the altar-steps the travellers' 
halting and dangerous progress was arrested. One of 
the horses, blowing deep breaths, as if scenting some 
new fantastic terror, suddenlj refiised to advance 
further; and when mercilessly pushed, snorted^ screamed, 
xeaied madly and feil, dragging bis companion down 
with him. 

The tarmoil that ensaed was beyond description. 
Jnliana's ears rang with the sonnds of laughter and 
cnrses^ the clatter of strtiggling horses on the stone 
floor. Before her eyes flitted the grey-robed figurea, 
leaping, mocking, lurching against each other, with the 
aimless malice, it seemed, of demons at play. Under 
the oowls Gurions eyes were peering at her. No dream 
could have been more senseless, no delirium more eviL 
Snddenly, above the chaos^ a voice rose clear, imperative: 

" Cut the traces ! " 

The carriage door was wrenched open and Juliana 
found herseif drawn forth in the grasp of compelling 
hands. For a moment or two she stood, unable to 
connect her thoughts; then the most immediately 
irritating factor in the confusion about seemed to her to 
be Panton's screams — Panton, who had emerged with 
extreme briskness in the wake of her mistress, yet 
deemed it incumbent on her to make the loudest protest 
in her power. 

"HuflhI" Said Juliana stemly. *'This, after all 
your boasts, Panton I " 

" My lady," said Mrs. Panton, waving the pistols in 
vague directions ; " my lady, for death I was prepared, 
but not for hell/' 



12 WROTH. 

The habit of self-control, the hardest, perhaps, to 
acquire, is of its essence the most faithful at the test 
If life had held few joyous emotions for the Conteasa 
Mordante, it had taitght her discipline. She looked 
calmly enough on the scene^the piteons struggle of 
ihe fonndered animala ; her woman's empnrpled conn- 
tenance ; the post-boj, aobered by the catastrophe, and 
cursing as he busied himself with the traces; the 
incredible brotherhood of monks« • . . Some eight meu 
these, all apparently more or lese young, all evidently 
more or less drunk. 

Apart firom the rest, however, on the sanotuary steps, 
stood one with an air of authority. He was clad like 
ihe others, but his cowl was fiung back and revealed a 
yonng head of classic shape, close-covered with chestnut 
curls, and a pale, scomful face of singolar beauty. 
Scarcely above middle height, he yet dominated She 
knew instinctively that his were the handa that had 
drawn her firom the coach, his the yoice that had rang out 
sanely throngh the geneial madness. To him she tnmed : 

'' Perhaps you, sir, can explain this outrage ? " 

She dropped her hood as she spoke. At sight of 
her countenance the young man feil back a step, as if 
blasted with astonishment, and then stood staüng at 
her with a kind of intensity, gloomy and yet afire. 
His eyes held hers and stilbiess seemed to set about 
them as their gaze commingled. 

Then at Juliana's elbow came a cry of disgusted 
amazement« A pink, insolent, boyish face was thrust 

close: 

" Whom havB we here ?— By jingo, it is the wrong 

woman I " 

"The wrong woman!*' echoed another voice. 
''Trapped the wrong bird, eht Oad, look at Martin- 
dale's face — ^the riebest joke I " 
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''Tom, Diok, Harry, whateyer your rasoally name 
10, you'll smart for thisl " cried the fiist, tuming to the 
post-boy and ezploding with fury. 

'' The wrong bird, by George I '' repeated the secoiid, 
in a firefih gust of merriment. ''Madam, you mnst 
ezcnae me, bat as Tm a ainner, here's a noble prank of 
&tel" Within the loose habit his alim figure was 
doubled np with spasrns of mirth. 

Juliana's glance strayed from one grinning face to 
another. The mock f riars were gathering oppressively 
aboat her ; she cattght broken phrases that feil ominoualy. 
^— " Never complain, Martindale, the bird will do well 
enough/' — ^ 6ad, lay a trap for a hedgesparrow and take 
a bit of plnmage l^e thia . . • a Bwan, a swan, a bird 
of paradi^ I " — " What's Martindale got to do with her 
now, eh, Scaife ? Thia is a prize dropped from heaven 
and let the best win I " 

The postüion, his fingers trembling over the buckles 
they strove to disentangle, raised his whine : 

^I did as I was bid. I picked the lady np where 
you ordered me. Did you not warn me never to mind 
if she Bcreamed ? And " 

" Never mind, yon'U have double pay for it, lad/' 
answeied the laughing monk. 

Here Panton's screama cut the air anew. She strack, 
with the muzzle of her pistol, at an arm that was reach- 
ing for her mistress's waist. 

JuUana flashed a look towards the young man who 
had helped her and who had seemed to hold some kind of 
authority. This look commandod rather than appealed. 
He Started from his rapt contemplation, and came doim 
the Steps of the sanotuary. 

" Back, you fools ! " he ordered. 

His tone was so harsh, the soowl which acoompanied 
tihe words was so blighting, that the crew seemed to 
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inelt away before him; then» tmmng to Julians^ he 
made a bow of the most oomplete oourtesy and held out 
hishand. 

** Madam/' he said, '' I am Lord Wroth, and master 
here. Maj I have the honour of condnoting you to a 
Beat? These wretches have alarmed yoa." 

Once more the two remained motionless, measiuing 
each other. After a few aeconds, moved by an un» 
accountable Impulse of confidenoe, Juliana laid her band 
in bis and, witbout a word, safiTered bim to lead her 
where he woold. He brought her np the steps, to the 
sanctnaiy daXs, to the head of the altar-table, where 
stood a high-backed chair poshed on one aide as if ita 
last occupant bad bastily risen. Here she let herseif 
sink down, for her knees were giving way. 

'* A glass of wine/' said he, bis eyes still fized in 
Singular intensity lipon her. It was a glance fiercely 
ec^er, yet so reverential, so deeply eameat, that it could 
hold no offence. He stretched for a decanter that shone 
pnrple beneath the ligbt of the many silver candelabra 
decking the table, and, as he did so, bis yolnminons 
sleeve caught in a goblet, which feil with a olang of 
breaking glass, wbile a thin stream of led ran swiftly 
across the stone. With a smotbered oath he flung the 
encumbering rohe from him and stood in füll evening 
dress, ezquiaite in all detail of ruifle, high atock, 
miraonlons waistcoat and engraved button, giving a first 
Impression of dandyism, instantly correoted by the virile 
lines of the face, by ita eztraordinary combination of 
gloom, paaaion, and inapiration. 

** You are pale, madam," he said, bending over her ; 
and this time there was a sof tness, almost a bnskinesa 
in bis Yoioe, of whioh Juliana vaguely feit the attractive- 
nesB. The thought flashed into her mind that sueh a 
Toice^ in acoents of love» would be inesiatible; then^ 
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amazed at herseif, feeling indeed as if ehe miurt be in 
Bome fevered dieam in whioli she could not oontrol her 
mind, she stretcbed out her hand for the wine which 
was respectfullj yet urgently proffered. As she sipped 
she heard the clarion tones raised again : 

" Fools, did I not say — cut the traces ? Yon'U never 
get them unbuckled nowl Yane, ring the bell; we 
must have help from the yard. Scaife, give the woman 
a chair. Yen, Martindale and Devisme, what dolts you 
feUows be I You tried to play your joke on me — and 
a d — d bad one, too ! And it's fizzled out, and you're 
shown a set of pretty asses. There's nothing to laugh 
at! — Madam/' he went on, tuming back to Juliana, 
'' my Stahles are at your disposal. You can proceed on 
your joumey when you have rested and refreiähed your« 
seil For the moment, believe me, I am honoured to 
find myself your host." 

His Orders were foUowed, as they rang out, by a 
marked commotion among the mock friars. One started 
running towaids the end of the church. Two youtha 
who had been plaguing Mrs. Panton, harmlessly enongh, 
by altemately simulating terror at her pistols, and 
endeavounng to endrcle her substantial ymat in fond 
embrace, proceeded with burlesque graces to conduot 
her up the Steps and establish her at the f urther end of 
the table. 

"Mj lord,'' med the postilion, laising a scarlet 
oountenance from the hamess with which he was still 
etruggling, " you will have to pay for this night's work I " 

A couple of the more sober of the firatemity hustled 
bim on one side, and the Straps feil apart. There 
foUowed 801 echoing scramble as, relieyed from the 
weight of the chaise, the iU-tieated horses were able at 
last to rise. The shout of tnumph which attended this 
suocess was drowned by the note of a deep-t(med bell 
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booming above into the night, falling and withdrawing 
and breaking forth again, like waves upon the Strand. 

Juliana laid down the glass ; the glow of the wine, as 
it ran through her firame, roused again the spirit which 
had so unexpectedlj answered to the wild night's 
adventure. Bat at the dang of the bell a different 
mood came upon her ; ifc was like a waming, a messago 
from the past, a cry &om this house, whilom of God, 
against those who were desecrating its memories. She 
tumed a grave look upon him who had called himself 
her host, and the thought Struck her that, if the great 
Angel of Evil were to take sbape on earth, he might 
well wear even such a countenance of sinister beauty 
and despair, of scom and power. 

The last breaker of sound Struck and ebbed away. 
It was echoed by a long dismal howl, unlike anything 
that she had ever heard before ; and, though she argued 
with herseif that it could be but the wail of some 
chained hound, she feit her hair arise with a sense of 
inexplicable terror. 

From the lef t aisle — ^from what had once been a side 
chapel with an exit upon the oloisters — camethe rumbling 
of heavy doors upon their hinges and the clattering of a 
posse of stählernen, obedient to the summons of the belL 
Lord Wroth left Juliana's side and went to the head of 
the Steps. One of the men came forward and bis 
master spoke to him in a low voice. The fellow touched 
his forelock and withdrew. In an incredibly Short 
Space of time horses and chaise had yanished. 

As the doors closed with reverberating clangour, the 
mummers streamed up into the sanctuary once more and 
clustered together at the end of the table. With the 
disappearance of the tangible evidence of her arrival in 
these fantastic surroundings, Juliana could hardly per- 
Buade herseif once again that she was not in a dream. 
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Yet miut Bhe know heiself in a reality of peril. New 
libations were beginning. A few more bottles among 
the orew, and how wonld it stand with her ? Panton, 
haif-hysterioal with rage and fear, conld proye of no 
protection; and, as for her host, that gaze of bis, ever 
npon her, began to enter her soul as something infinitely 
ironbling. 

Though she sat in ontward cahn, like a queen npon 
her throne, the inward tension grewwell-nigh nnbearable. 
In the end she almost welcomed the danger she had 
foreseen. It came suddenlj. It passed swiftly, all in 
acoord with the strangeness of the whole adventure. 

Through what had been the sacristy in days of old 
two servants in livery, bearing flagons, entered the 
sanctuaiy, foUowed by a white-headed butler, carrying 
a large cup carefully in both hands. The old man 
advanced slowly, and, casting an anxious, ahnest 
agonised, glance npon her, bowed to bis master. Then 
she saw that what the trembling hands clasped was a 
human skull, heavily mounted in silver. 

" My lord " he quavered, bis eyes — ^honest eyes 

they were— still fixed on herseif. WroÜi tumed sharply, 
and bis face darkened with a frown that once more 
reminded Juliana of her üeinciful simile. 

'* What is this ? " 

"My lord — ^you, or at least Mr. Martindale, gave 
Orders that — ^when the bell should ring " 

A great shout interrupted him, echoed and re-echoed : 

"Aye, bravo! Yes, yes, the toast, the toast of 
Hurley 1 " 

All sprang to their feet. One of the footmen, as if 
going through a well-known ceremonial, began to pour 
the Contents of a flagon into the sinister cup. At the 
first lap of the wine into the bowl Mrs. Panton's ''hell'' 
broke loose. Juliana had a troubled Impression of 
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stroggling figures, arms extended^ oaths^ langhter, ont- 
cries. 

"The first to drink tbe toast to have the first 
Chance 1 The old Hurley-Burley rules — first draught, 
fiist Chance I " cried the tallest monk fiercelj, elbo wing 
right and left as he forced his way to the front. The 
butler, hustled, let the wine fall in splashes over the 
cup. Lord WiDth became livid. 

" Back ! " he cried in a Toice that once again strack 
instant silence. Then, into the lull, a fignre came 
rmining among them> and sprang upon the table itself. 
It was the post-boy, sobered as to the fumes of drink, 
but now dronk wiÄ anger. 

" I'll teil you what, my lord and gentlemen. It's a 
very fine joke for you, but it's scurvy treatment of a 
poor ladl You xich folk play your pranks with the 
poor, make a lad tipsy, töss him a guinea to drive 
crooked instead of straight, and it's none of you oare if 
it's death and ruin to him. IVe been used shamef ul ; 
and the grey's knees are broke, my lord " 

In the hush the hollow sound of his own voice 
became tmexpectedly alarming to him. His high fory 
feil suddenly ; he proceeded in a whine : 

''The grey's knees are broke. Blue Bess's knees 
are broke cruel on your wicked church slabs! She'll 
never be fit for the read again; she might as well be 
shot. And Tm done for I It was the rum ; my head 
can't stand it. When I bargained to drive tiie lady to 
your tenebry I " 

An outbreak of jeers and laughter swallowed up 
his plaint. A groan escaped trom the old butler. 
Fandemonium broke out again, furiously. One seized 
the cup ; it was snatched by another. Floating words 
of mysteriously ugly significance feil upon Juliana's 
ear. "The toast 1" " Martindale's noble joke I" And 
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ihen, from lip to lip, the crj: ^'The Qaeen of the 
revelfl — the unknown beauty ; and a beauty she is I " 

Mrs. Panton shrieked lamentably and, seized with 
Inspiration, fired off one of her pistob in the air. ThU 
lHX>aght a new pause while vanlt and arch took np the 
leport and threw it, ever fainter, from aide to side; 
then again came the roar of tipsy langhter, and agaia 
Juliana's whole frame shivered at the sound of an eeiie 
howl nplifted, Tnth its inezplicable note of savage 
melaneholj, from the far depths of the chnrch. 

Protected on the one aide by the table, on the othcr 
by Lord Wroth, she forced herseif to continued im-> 
mobility, lest a Single gesture betray her to insult. 
But the narrow line that divides the two stages of 
inebriation — where exdtement passes to insanity — ^had 
been overstepped, and the ascendancy whieh up to now 
had sufßced to act as restraint proved powerless. The 
revellers, as they pressed round Üie table, had ceased 
to be merely inanely frolicsome; they were beooming 
dangerous. Two, more openly audadous, were easily 
thrust asida A third caught the back of her chair 
and swnng it £rom the table. It was he who had raised 
the Gry : '' First draught, first Chance ! " 

''For the Lord*s sake, Mr. Devisme, sir!" wailed 
the old servant 

But Devisme brandished the death's-head cup, 
which he had at last secured, one arm across the top 
of Juliana's chair. 

'' First toast — I have it— she is mino I " he bellowed, 
and brought the draught to his lips. 

Instantly the host's yoice resounded : 

"Devisme, I Charge you I " 

"Wroth," retorted the other, laughing wildly, "a 
mle's a rule. By all the rules of this ancient brother- 
hood the toast is mineT' 
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He spoke with a dreadfal deamess— one of ihose 
whom wine maddens rathor than besots. '^ In nomine 
Patris/' he intoned. The rest ot the blasphemj was 
lost in uproar. 

Juliana feit the menace of his huge strength en- 
oompass her. He had drawn ever closer — ^had well* 
nigh seated himself on the arm of her chair. And 
suddenlj she became aware that her sole protector had 
left her side. Terror came upon her. In her State of 
loathing watohfulness every movement of the man who 
had so insolently claimed her became acute to her 
eensee ; she could hear the greedy lapping in his throat 
as the wine ran down. When that huge cup was 
emptied he wonld tum to her. . • • But now the voice 
that she had abready leamed to distinguish among all 
the others reached her ear, as it were from some hoUow 
distance. 

'' Wüd beasts are you. • • • Then wild beasts shall 
teach you manners ! " 

Even upon the word there came a snarl — aharp as 
the cut of a whip— and, for the third time, the savage 
cry : this was f oUowed by a dank as of ohains falling 
upon the pavement, and the voice of Wroth again : 

" Up, Lupus, up ! " 

Amid tbe near confusion someone called out : 

" Damnation, it's the wolf I '' 

Others, s^hast, echoed the words : 

"The wolf!" 

There was a protesting outcry, then a hush ; and, in 
the hush, from out the distant darkness, another sound 
that filled the whole church with threat — a low- 
muttered growl, as deep as it was sly. 

Devisme, leaning across her, flung the emptied 
skull on the table, and in suddenly altered aocenta 
9xclaimed: 
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^The Tnadman never meami to loose the beasts 
upon Hfl 1 ** 

The po8t-boy> who had been consoling himself with 
a bottle, giilped with terror, jumped down the Steps, 
and set off ranning; and, aa he ran, he cried: '^The 
wolf, the bear 1 The Hurley beasts I The nags smelt 
tbem; the nags knew I '* 

A sort of hunting call, fierce, Jubilant, drawing ever 
nearer, pierced the tumult : 

" At them, Lupus, at them I On, Professor Brown I 
Hoy, my fine fellows, at theml At them, my good 
boys I Hoy, hoy, hoy ! " 

The friars parted, feU away. Juliana saw their 
faces, some in the shadow of their hoods, some uncovered, 
all blasted with the same fear — ^a fear the more ugly 
that it was stamped on the vacuity of drunkenness. 
But she saw, scarcely marking. The one vision of 
whioh she was acutely conscious was that of Wroth's 
figure, leaping up the chuich in fantastic bounds and 
jerks, holding a chain in either band ; he was altemately 
puUed forward by the rush of a wolf and dragged back 
by the halting» loUoping gait of a Pyrenean bear, 
npreared, monstrous tall. She saw the opal glare of 
the wolf s eyes, the open, straining jaws, the bristling 
mff ; the small red eyes of the bear, its enormous head 
with its expression of sly humour — the creature that 
hugs its prey to death. She had at the same time a 
flashing impression of Panton's face, paralysed with 
teuer, devoid of aU expression, like a doll's. And in 
but another instant, it seemed to her, the extraordinary 
group was upon them. 

The brotherhood scattered. The footmen dropped 
tray and bottles and ran as hastily as the post-boy. 
There vra» hardly a sound under the vaulted roof beyond 
Wzotb's own diabolic hunting dies, the bieath of the 
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wolf, the grants of the bear. The buüer alone stood 
bis gronnd ; again he uttered reboke : 

<' Mj lord, my lord 1 • • . Master George, think of 
tlieladiesl" 

'' Yes, Lnpns, it may be fresh meat to-night (or you ! 
A spring at the throat, my game boy — ah, and yonr 
niee white teeth cranching through it I Hoy, Professor, 
yon're slow, Monsieur, but you are sure, as I know. 
Yon'll teach them how to embrace, won't you ? How 
close, how sure, how lovingly 1 'Tis lovers they would 
be — eh? You'!! show them how, Monsieur Lebrun, 
Emeritus Professor, at the Academy of Hugs I Hoy, 
Lupus ! hoy, Professor I What, gone ? What, gentle- 
men — on the scuttle ? What, not one of you ready for 
a fall with brother bear, or a snap with brother wolf ? 
Wild beasts did I call you? Not even wild beasts: 
rats, swine ! Friars of Hurley-Burley — ^you ? Never I 
Pot-house bucks . . . no comrades for my revels— ^ — " 

The words flowed &om the young man's Ups with 
extraordinary passion. When he reached the altar 
Steps he suddenly released the bear and made a gesture 
as if to cast the wolf s chain from him, and the silent 
spring of the creature, its open and slavering jaws so 
close to her, brought for the first time a Sensation of 
faintness upon Juliana. There was a rush of feet upon 
the flags ; a medley of oaths, some inanity of laughter, 
cries, muffled or angry. The heavy doors of the church 
were slammed in quick succession, and the dull noise 
again woke all the distant echoes of roof and vault. 

*' Bouted ? " chanted Wroth, stiLl in the same high 
key of ezultation. " Fled — ^not a rat, not a grunter left ! " 

He stood a moment motionless, only bis gaze 
wandered. Then he flung back his head and laughed« 
loud and long ; and fautastically the stones gave back 
bis längster. 
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The bear lolloped np to the table, xnaking odd little 
Sounds of pleasure to himself ; and Mrs. Panton started 
firom her palsy to find a haiiy mnzzle gently but firmly 
pnahnig against her arm. Broin's intentions were 
harmless enongh ; he was bat aiming at the sweet cake 
which one of her officious attendants had placed within 
her reach« Bot Mrs. Panton foirnd this added terror 
more than her boasted stoio preparedneas could endore. 
Bhrieking, she scattled out of the chair with an agility 
surpräsing for her size, and cast herself upon the old 
servant's breast. 

The latter had taken hia masters post beside 
Jnliana's chair, and stood, it seemed, on guard there 
— ^a Strange figure of venerable respectability in that 
picture of riot. He patted Mrs« Panton soothinglj on 
the arm. 

** Don't be alarmed, ma'am, nor you either, my lady. 
The poor bear will hurt nobody ; he's as harmless as a 
child — ^if people only knew it." 

" Take the woman away, Bertram." 

Wroth, fallen into stillness, stood gazing at Juliana, 
one foot OB the (srouching body of the wolf, as it lay 
extendedy panting on the marble mosaic. Juliana 
thought of some bronze figure she remembered in the 
market-place of an old Italian town— a St. Michael 
with the demon at his feet, no fallen angel this time t 
One of the most Singular things of this singular evening, 
it seemed to her afterwards, was her own power of 
detachment from the physical terrors about her. Never 
had her mind worked more vividly. 

^My good woman/' said Lord Wroth, addressiug 
Mrs, Panton very kindly, "the butler will take you 
where you can rest and recover yourself, before resuming 
the joumey. — See, Bertram, that she has supper and a 
glass of wine in quiet." 
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There was a tauch of bumour in the last words. 
Mrs. Panton sketched a curtsej. The bom servant iß 
quick to recognise the bom master. He might be a 
mad gentlemau, but he was a true lord, as she never 
failed, afterwards, to remark when she reached this 
point in the recounting of her thriUing experience. 

" Or a tumbler of punch," added my lord, with a 
swift glance ; her visage still wore the mottled pallor of 
the naturallj rubicund. She curtseyed agaüi. The 
prescription was acceptable ; Mr. Bertram was the living 
Image of all proper decorum ; and she was buming with 
curiosity. If anyone could make a man talk, while 
holding her own tongue, it was she. And with just a 
aip 1 . . . But Panton was sturdy in her allegiance. 

" My mistress " she hesitated, " my lady ? " 

Her lady sat so strangely still. Poor lamb, should 
Panton abandon her, for saiety and punch ? And to 
wolves indeedl She looked at Wroth's face — it was 
dark with a sudden &own ; at the wolf, beneath bis 
foot. She shuddered . • . and behind her, the bear was 
munching and grumbling. 

" For myself," she cried valiantly, " I do not care^ 
I cannot leave my mistress/' 

Here Bertram intervened. 

«My lord, indeed, there have been evil doings 
to-night 1 A lady— a true lady, my lord ! For (Jod's 
sake, my lady, how did you come here ? My lady, this 
is no place for such as you/' 

" Bertram I " the word broke from Wroth with un- 
controUable passion. But Bertram was una&aid; his 
old blue eyes were only sad as he looked back at the 
fierce convulsed face. He shook bis grey head. 

' '' My lady/' he urged, " indeed this is no place for 
you. His lordship " He paused. " His lordship 
will make amends, he will provide you with cairit^ 
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and horaes. — ^The hotise of Wroth has had shame enougb^ 
my lord, bat never sucli as this." 

'' Bertram/' repeated Ms master — the fuiy had passed 
fix)m bis coTintenance snddenlj and bis tose was Mendly 
— " jon are an old fool ; tbe carriage is abready ordered 
and tbe lady will be leaving within tbe bour. Mean- 
wbile, entertain you tbe servant. I entertain my guest. 
You permit it, madam ? " 

He tnmed to Juliana and tbe last pbrase was spoken 
in accents wbicb both eompelled and pleaded. Tbe 
fire of bis eye was upon ber. Joliana inclined ber bead. 
At tbis be bowed and, tuming, flung a gesture of com- 
mand. It was a wordless reception of ber inexplicable 
acquiescence, yet Juliana saw in it a triumpb bigber 
tban if it had been sbouted. Their eyes met and sbe 
was bUnd to ber woman's furtber demur, blind to tbe 
butler's covert signs — shaking disclauners of furtber 
responsibility, wordless prognostication of miscbief . 

Tbe retreating steps, dropping on tbe flags like 
water in some rocky caverny drew to ever greater 
distance ; and, at last, tbe olosing of tbe sacristy door 
set its boUow stamp upon tbe silenoe, a seal, as it were, 
upon tbeir solitude — sometbing 8olemn,finaI,irreTocabla 
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Aftkr a pause Wroth spoke ; impetuouslj the words 
feil &om him. There were eadences in bis voice which 
pierced to Joliana's senses like sndden music. 

" That old man ... he held me in bis anns when I 
was bom. He loves me, like a father at once and a 
slave. Bat you, you know me better tban be does. 
Wbat, tbe very beasts would respect yon, and I sbould 
not! Lupus" — be cried, caugbt tbe creature by tbe 
Gollar and dragged bim to wbere sbe Bat — ^'^ Lupus, 
down before tbe lady 1 " 

The savage tbing snarled and writbed in bis grip ; 
but at Juliana's feet, wbetber cowed by bis voice and 
band, wbether moved by some fear of her impassive 
presence, it drooped its fieroe head and fawned and 
slavered. 

"ünal" be called exultantly, "Una! did I not 
know?" 

Sbe slowly raised her eyes from wbere they rested 
upon tbe panting wolf. 

*' Ab, yes," be exclaimed as if in ans wer to some- 
tbing sbe bad said, *Hhe bour is short for us two 
togetber. Sball it not give us wbat it can ? — Back to 
tbe kennel, Lupus ! " 

With a tum of tbe wrist he wrencbed bis stränge 
favouiite away. In all tbings be moved with tbe im- 
pulsivenesB of a boy : sbe tbougbt be must be very 
young» tbough bis face told tbe tale of so much life. 

26 
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'' And yoo, Monsieur— -come^ Professor^ to yonr hutoh ! " 
He hnstied tbe creatures as a schoolboy might bis 
oomrades ; roughly, good-hnmoniedly, with as litUe fear. 

Wonder had lef t her. She watched him down the 
altar dais and across the naye, cnffing and pushing the 
bear, the wolf strainizig as before. She saw the odd 
trio pass again in fantastic Springs through the torch-lit 
Spaces, to be engolf ed at length by the blackness of the 
aisle; heard again a dank of chains; then ninning 
Steps, light as Mercnry's. He was by her side once 
more. 

«Now/'he Said, "nowl" 

When he lifted bis voice, in command or in anger, 
it was sonorons and dear as a bell ; when he spoke to 
her it was Iowered, it had a sort of tender huskiness 
which each time made her heart beat qoickly. He 
took one of the heavy chairs— carved with fruit and 
flower and beast they were, with holy Symbols on the 
back of them ; therein had successions of eamest monks 
rested and prayed so many years ago-nlrew it close to 
her and sat down. 

" Will you give me your band ? " he said, low as a 
whisper. 

** No/' said Juliana» in grave and gentle tone. 

This was almost the first word she had spoken, and 
iA was, No. 

like lightning came the question : 

«• Tou are not free ! " 

And again she answered : 

''Na" 

If flbe had Struck him with a dagger, a swifter 
pallor could hardly have spread upon bis face. 

"I knew it was impossible," he cried. *' Before 
Qod, I knew it ! Yet it might have been 1" 

He pushed bade hia chair, grating against the 
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marble, put an elbow on the table, ptopped bis head 
upon bis band and seemed to steep bimself in oontem- 
plation. Tbe tbick cbestnat curla clustered over Mb 
fingers : sbe noticed that tbe line of bis foiebead was 
nable and broad; tbat tbe eyebrows, running dose 
togetber and low, nearly met, to rise with an outer 
sweep at eacb temple ; tbat tbe eyes, set wide apart» 
Ml of fire, altemately restless and brooding, were 
rufous in colour like the bair, witb pupils tbat düated 
and contracted quickly according to tbe mood. Kow 
tbese eyes looked dark and soft, now ligbt and craeL 
For tbe rest of tbe countenanoe, it recalled tbat of some 
marble god sucb as Italy bas treasured from tbose past 
days wben beauty was beld divine. " It is tbe Hermes 
of the Yatican," sbe said to berself, suddenly soomful 
of a World grown ugly, 

Afterwards sbe marvelled to tbink of tbe many 
similes sbe bad sought in Order to express tbis man to 
berself : similes from tbe eartb-world and tbe spirit- 
world, from stone and bronze — ^wbile yet it waa the 
most individual personality sbe bad ever met, tbe 
most alive. 

From gloomy tbat it was, bis gaze gradoally became 
illuminated ; in it deligbt snoceeded fierceness ; it began 
to caress her, to feast upon her ; seemed to be dotbing 
her in radiance, in colour» in beauty, as the artist 
clotbes bis ideaL 

Juliana's head was a little upHfked. Sbe sat with 
eacb arm flung loosely upon the supports of the Abbot's 
chair. It was a charaoteristic attitude, restful yet 
zestrained ; her whole presence was both peaceful and 
streng. The folds of a black travelling dress dmig to 
the long lines of her figure and threw into strong relief 
the magnolia pallor of face and bare throat. The dark 
«methyst boe of her travelling doak gare a lidi toucb 
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of oolour to thiB warm, white beantj. Her hair» 
loosened, hung on eaoh aide of her forehead like laood«^ 
ing wings, dark as night. It was no English type. 
Some fiercer son had nartuied this woman^ given lioh« 
neas to the ivory skin, giyen the lipeness to her yoang 
loveliness, drawn the füll yet pure ontüne of face and 
figuie^ shadowed those eyes. When Shakespeare wrote 
of " Yiolets dim, sweeter than the lids of Jono's eyes," 
he had the hne of the faint wood-yiolet of English 
oopses in Ms mind as mach as its fn^rance. Yet, 
surely, it mnst have been after an Italian jonmey that 
he drew the simile : few country women of his own 
oonld have looked npon him through those delicate 
shadows that are as f ar removed from ill-health as they 
are close to beanty. Joliana's eyes seemed softly dark 
in their dark setting. And it was with surprise that 
he, who continned to gaze at her as if to impregnate 
himself with the joy of her, presently perceiTed that 
they were of a deep pansy purple. 

In the pause which had fallen abont them he saw 
the wings of her nostrils begin to quiver with quickened 
breath. Her Ups parted. They were füll Ups and 
passionate, yet innocent— child's Ups. Bnt tiie eyes 
were those of a grave and wise woman. UncontroUable 
words broke from him : 

" Even in my dreams," he cried, " you were never 
so beautifol I Oh, this glorious hour ! After all, the 
honr is the lifo. I am unspeakably happy. This is 
delight nnspeakable 1" His point of view changed 
qoickly. Her attraction was not merely physical, far 
from it. " There is not another woman in the world 
who wonld have known that she coold trost me. You 
knew. You, the one woman who could have made me 
the man I could be." Sorrow struggled with the ecstasy 
on his faca '' The one woman/' he repeated, ^* Out of 
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tbe night you have come to me. Out into tbe night 
70a will go firom me. And that will be the end.** 

She leoned forward — it seemed the first time she 
had moved, almost, since she had first sat in that chair 
— and placed her clasped hands upon the table. The 
fingers were long and taper, they were beautiful hands. 
The wedding ring gleamed : as he marked it he sighed. 
Then pleasure mounted again : 

" I have always thonght a dark beauty was at her 
best in black." 

It was an exclamation that in so yonng a man 
would have betrayed many things to one versed in the 
world's ways. Juliana was not so versed ; yet, for the 
first time, his out-speaking brought o£fence. Something 
of the Gurions spell was broken. What was she dolng 
here ? She compressed the Ups that had been so softly 
opened. Her brows drew together into what was hardly 
a frown, a mere reflection of trouble. By some 
abnormal Intuition, it seemed, her very thought was 
bare to him. The next instant, he knew, she would 
draw her cloak about her and rise, and his hour would 
drop away from him, incomplete. 

" No ! " he cried imploringly. " No, before heaven, 
nothing that is base in me can live in your presenoe. 
I am what you would haye me. Listen," he cried, and 
leaned forward. £y her change of attitude she had 
brought herseif closer. As he spoke now, his breath 
fanned a loosened tendril of her hair. She could see, 
for his gaze compelled hers, the altemate dilation and 
contraction of the pupils of his red-brown eyes. By 
shifting Ms band he could have touched her; by a 
Single movement he could have clasped her to him. 
But the momentary doubt had left her. As he had 
a^id : ahe knew. — It was only their spirits that would 
xneet. 
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"All my life, all inj life, I have feit ÜaJt yoa were 
somewhere — I have longed f or you." Thas he plunged 
into his stränge confession. "And at the moment 
when, from want of yoo, I have tonched my Iowest 
depth, you have eome to me! As you heard, theve 
was Tenebrae at the Abbey to-night Do you know 
what that means ? Do angels know what takes place in 
hell ? Ihis is cur latter-day Medmenham. We must 
caronse, and have comrades in oor carooses. Bat the 
tavem is too common a meeting-plcice for such choice 
souls as wa We must sing our ribald songs within 
walls held sacred still in the memory of the countryside« 
We must blaspheme in the sanctuary of prayers. We 
must make a mock of brotherhood, of piety and sacied 
rules, in mimicry of holy fidars of old. The more out- 
rageous, the better the jest Oh, we are gay d(>g3 and 
witty, I and my boon companions — and I am the leader 
of them alll Such noble use do I make of lifo.'' 
Indescribable was the bittemess with which he spoke« 
^ To-night this humorous brotherhood of ours conspüred, 
it seems, to play a trick upon me, their worthy abbot. 
They have my leave to dilnk aad gamble and fight to 
their heart's content. But I have lately set a new rule, 
madam, as monastic as any that old Ambrose ever 
eigoined : I said I would hare no more women to my 
feasts. It used to be, asat Medmenham» that the revels 
at Hurley were not complete without a Queen of FoUy 
— ^the fight for her, with cards or the foils or drLnking 
feats, was the whet to enjoyment. Every friar, by the 
nüe of the Order, had the right to convene the queen of 
the hour. . . • Faughl I declared I would have no 
more of this. You p^rceire, therefore, the point of the 
jest to-night ? How you, madam, came to be ooncerned 
in it, instead of the oreatuie, whoever she be, who was 
ezpected^ is still obsoure. • • • Dnmk, Indeed, and 
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besotted mnst have been the wretch who could mistake 
you for her. Sut I caimot kill him, beoause, through 
him> I have seen joxl" 

There feil a pause. Juliana'a face remained im- 
passive, save in its ever-deepening look of sorrow. He 
took up bis tale again, with lowered voioe but quickened 
accents. 

*' They were hankeiing, apparently, for the old rites 
I had sickened of. We nsed to set the Qaeen of Follj 
in the Abbot's chair — where you now sit. She was 
toasted in the skull; and, according to our ritual, he 
who first emptied the cup had first chance for favour. 
Do you know/' he went on after a silence, ** that this is 
the skull of tiie great Abbot who loved the monastery 
and enriched it ? The money he brought still jingles — 
a few pieces of it — ^in my coffers. He was buried 
under the high altar here, but his bones were dug up 
in old Harry's time and scattered — ^for my ancestor 
hated monks — ^but the skull was kept to make merry 
withaL ... Do you know/' he Struck the stone slab, 
"that this was part of the high altar in the days 
when this hall was consecrate? People Uke to say 
that the first night the new master of the Abbey 
gathered his friends together and made banquet over it 
the altar-stone ran blood. We Wroths have made 
Tenebrae at Hurley ever since. Hurley, my Baby 
ancestor called it; it used to be Lady's Grace. . . . 
Hurley-Burley, the oountryside has it, since my rule 
here began I " 

Juliana sighed, her eyes wandered from his face 
down the aisle. Many of the torches had bumt them- 
selves away, some flickered fitfully, but a few still 
flared. It was a stränge pictuie of glow and gloom, 
with here gaping aiches of blackness, there an empty 
niche painted by the flame ; through the wreaths of 
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vapoor that himg heavy and brooding, a bat hovered 
in noiselesa flight — ^now lost, now searlet-winged, a 
fiery Bemi-circle. It was like some evil thought, ever 
recurring. Half-way in the long colamned Space 
under the leaps of a torch that seemed to sob its lifo 
out, the placid recumbent figure on the tomb of the flrst 
Abbot kept springing into sight and fading — the pray- 
ing hands, the nptumed feet, calm image of rest and 
lesignation in this desecrated place. The shadows and 
the lurid gleatns shifted and intenningled. The air 
seemed fnll of sighs; and Jnliana sighed again, as 
her look came back to the eager countenance of 
her host. 

" So this was the sacred altar stone/' she said, with 
one of her rare gestnres, laying both hands flat npon 
it. '* And this once a sacred place I " 

Whenever she spoke, bis ear was so delighted by 
the sound of her voice that he lingered upon ita sweet« 
ness before considering the meaning of her words. It 
was grave and low ; soft, as if for bis ear alone ; and 
yet it appeared to him to fill the church. He feasted 
on it and then fiushed. Twice she had spoken in 
denial, once in rebnke. Passion trembled for a 
zQoment on bis lip ; then he saw how her purple eyes 
had widened sorrowf ally, and how a olond had gathered 
in them. Barest of women — ^ber frown was a shadow, 
her tears a mist ! 

" There shall never be Tenebrae in Hurley-Borley 
again/' he cried snddenly. '^ It shall never be Hurley- 
Borley again. Since yon have come to it, it is Lady's 
Grace once moie. . . . Oh, how yon look at me with your 
wonderfol eyes ! Your silence is the most beantiful 
thmg in all the world : it is like the night sky, it holds 
the whole earth in peace. But when you speak the 
irorda are like staps upon the sky. Oh, if it had been 
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mine to have the promise of your silwce, the falfilment 
of your voic5e I " 

He sprang to bis feet and threw bis arms aloft, 
paced the sanctuary twice or three times as in a sort of 
fienzy ; then, retuming, he feil upon bis knees beside 
her cbair, dasping the carven arm of it with both 
hands. So might the penitent fling himself at the 
feet of bim who he belleves can ease bim of bis 
bürden. Even in such burning words might he lay 
bare the secrete of bis soul with the bitter joy of self- 
revelation, pouring them out into the ear that belps 
m^rely by Üstening. 

" From my very cradle," he said, " when I asked 
for bread I was given a stone. My mother disliked 
me as a child ; as a man she hated and despised me. 
I was a sullen, fierce-tempered brat. You would not 
wonder if you knew my inberitance. My father spent 
most of bis short life in devising plans to spite bis 
father. The union of which I am the only fruit was 
the culmination of this filial policy. My grandfather 
died a living death of rage in this bouse, after laying 
waste the lands in revenge upon bis son. Had you 
passed through it by daylight, you would have seen 
my goodly beritage : five thousand acres mutilated or 
left fallow — ^blighted by an old man's venoml My 
mother beat me before I could speak. What temper 
was I likely to have brought with me into the world ? 
What patienoe, what self-control, was I likely to leam ? 
I could have been taught with love. Oh, with love, 
I could have leamed I But no one ever gave me that. 
Wasted childhood, wasted boybood — worse than my 
murdered lands I At school, arrogant and morose, 
curbed by my masters, dreaded by my fellows, I hid 
my yeaming for affeotion, for sympathy, for Mendship, 
under the triple armour of pride, passion and i^serva 
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And always the beating of wings in mj bohI; the 
longing for some ecstasy^ some perfecfcion, ever dimlj 
descried, ever denied I Always f eeling here, and hexe»" 
he strack bis breast and brow with open palm, " the 
power, the insight, and flung back, flung ever upon the 
lowest ! I was made for soaxing, I was condemned to 
crawl. My masters I despised; none of their petty 
motives, their nüsnsed opportunities, their base aims 
were lost to me ; and, beyond all their stores of book- 
koowledge, I, ignorant, had intuitions which carzied 
me into regions they could not eyen guess at. Plenty 
there were who crawled before xne because I was 
Wroth, a patrician, and certain some day to have 
wealth and power at my command. Never bat once 
in those forlom days did I meet a creatore who had a 
fibre of real sympathy for me; an honest heart t^t 
loved me for what coiüd be loved in me. And he, my 
school-fellow, was drowned.'' 

His Toice Mtered« Joliana saw his face set into 
paUid darkness ; his eyes were fixed as if looking apon 
the tragedy and ogliness of his lifo. 

** Then came my manhood. . • » What of my man- 
hood? What can I teil yoa of it? I talk of my 
wafited childhood, my wasted boyhood — ^what of those 
other years ? Mordcved, too, mnrdered I False friends, 
falsa loves, vain search, recnrring disillnaion, betrayal, 
perpetoal disgust ! Then wine to doli the cry of the 
heart — sport, sport to exalt the body, to tire it ont 
Look at me 1 I can swim miles, I can break a crown« 
piece between my fingers, I can thraah a coalheaver, I 
can pat a ball throngh the heart of an ace at twenty 
paces — ^I can ride any horse that ever was foaled, and 
can tiie oat Angelo with the foils. I can win any 
woman in half an hour— -now yoa are ofifended ! No, 
d0 not tum yoor chaste eyes away. What have 
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women been to me? Less than the babble of 
Champagne^ the moment's ezhilaration. At the 
second sip already flat, stale. And always the same 
wine from a diffeFent glass ! . . . I drank, I wearied, 
I loathed. And all the while that inner seif crjing 
out, wailing I All the while the exquisite vision, un- 
attainable. All the while the impulse for the mountain 
heights, the pure air^ the high solitude • . • and I on 
the donghill, with the cattle abont me — nntil to-night I 
To-night, now, I am soaring at last — ^with you ! We 
spread onr pinions. Do you not feel it, yon too 7 What- 
ever your life has been you have kept heaven in your 
eyes. But you, too, on your solitary peak, must have 
wanted me. Oor spirits are mates from the begüming. 
Oh, silent woman, beautiful — ^you with the dark hair 
and the deep wise eyes, we were bom for each other« 
We were made for each other. Now our souls kiss I '' 

The veiled tendemess of his voice, through rise and 
fall and infiection, found wild echoes in Juliana's being. 
Had she been on the heights, lonely 7 Bather she had 
been caged : bars about her eyorywhere. And now for 
an hour she was free ; for the first time she feit she 
too had wings and feit the wind beneath them; she 
could circle and rise and soar. And, above her, cidling 
her, was the being that nature had meant for her mate. 
An hour half run out • • • and afber that, into the eage 
againi 

He had started to his feet and was bending over 
her, never touching her. 

" Teil me," he asked, " what is your name ? '* 

'•Juliana." 

"Juliana. • • • '' He lingered on the liquid 
syllables. Then speaking quickly : '' It is the name 
by which I am to keep you in my heart," he 
whispered '* That other name, the name that bimiB 
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you, I will have none of it. I am glad not to know it. 
I am glad you do not pronoxmce it. — Where were you 
born, Juliana ? " 

«Initaly/' 

''Italyl ... The land of Juliet, the land of 
Beatrice! Juliana, you bring her musio on your 
tongue, you bring her skies in your glance, her night 
in your hair. You have her love in your veins. Teil 
me no more. I am spirit, but I am flesh and blood 
too. I dare not ! " 

He drew back firom her. She saw bis band grasp 
ihe table^ marked the tremor that shook it. For 
the first time she could not endure the fire of bis 
gaze and her eye drooped. A tremor, answer to 
bis own, ran through her. Silence came between them. 

The torches were nearly all dead. The prelate's 
tomb was lost in darkness; like a palpable thing, 
gloom was creeping up the church, from pillar to pillar, 
and all about them. Soon nothing would be left but 
the white oasis of the altar table, candle-lit, though 
still here and there a spark of fire gleamed about the 
nave. It seemed as if a thousand mysterious voices 
had been waiting for this moment of sUence and dark- 
ness to upUft themselves. There came echoes and 
murmurs from the blank Spaces: now a dank of 
chains, as the wolf restlessly turned in bis bed ; now a 
pufBng sigh &om the dozing bear. High up above 
their heads, the bat continued its narrow rings of flight, 
moying wiüi ghosts of sound more stealthy than silence 
itself. 

The September night had douded without ; probably 
rain was falling, for the wind had died. The tracery 
of the Windows was but faintly visible in the great 
ahell of gloom — ^here and there slender spectre shapes 
^ffoa the denser shade. Ever and anon some small 
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flake of stone or oement, detaching itself from the 
cmmblmg arches, ran into the silence as a trickle of 
water into a tranquil pool : the sands of time, dropping 
Üirongh the hour-glase, still measnring the life of the 
fallen churcb. Into the atmosphere of the place^ which 
had been füll of the resinous pungency of the torches, 
there now began to creep an earthy vanlt-like smell, 
as if it were the breath of the dead, chill and aU 
invading. It seemed to her that the life lingering 
about them in the old chnrch gaye way before it, as 
the life of waters before the spread of ice. 

A clock bell strack npon the night — a Single note 
that pulsed slowly away. Thereupon moyement and 
clatter started wiÜLout. Jaliana knew it was the end 
of her hour. She looked at Wroth and read it also in 
his ashen face and trembling lip. 

*' The last toast that the Abbey shall ever hear," cried 
he then. " Wroth drinks to his lady 1 " 

He reached for one of the flagons that stood as yet 
untouohed npon the stone and began pouring the dark 
wine into the sknlL His band was steady— Jnliana 
liked to remember this. Then he raised the stränge 
and awful cap in both hands^ and over it his eyes flamed 
npon her : 

'* Before you go, before you pass back into the xiight, 
I drink to you — to the queen of my life. To my qneen 1 
To my lady ! With every drop of wine that mingles 
with my blood it becomes consecrate to you ! Listen, 
Juliana, for ever my beloved: never shall these lips 
touch woman's in life again — ^never again, but to you, 
shall this voice utter words of love. My soul has claimed 
yonrs. My body is henceforth for ever yours. So help 
me heaven 1 '' 

Then he lifted the skuU and dmnk« And it seemed 
to Juliana as if it were her life that was passing into 
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him, her mvl, her very blood. It was their kiss ot 
Union ; their kiss of renunciation. 

He had drained the cnp without once withdrawing 
it from his lips* Now, as he held it £rom him and drew 
a gasping breath, Juliana started from the trance-like 
State in which all her being had been absorbed into his. 
— ^The whole flagon at a single draught ! Deep potations 
were nsual enough, she knew, but this was incredible> 
this was madness. 

" It L9 the end/' he said in a loud yoice. 

He tumed the goblet : a few purple drops feil from 
it Between both hands he tore the skull from the 
socket^ crushing the massive mountings as if they had 
been caidboard. *' I can break a crown-piece between 
mj fingers " had been no vain boast. Then he dashed 
the two pieces from him. 

'* None shall ever drink from old Ambrose's brain« 
pan again/' he cried wildly. 

The skull hopped and rolled down the steps« A flush 
had mounted to his face, he was panting; he staggered 
and caught blindly at the nearest chair. Juliana rose, 
sadness and dread upon her. The sacristy door had 
opened under a decorous band. Sedate footsteps, acoom- 
panied by a genteel tiipping, a rustling of silk, came 
towards them : Bertram, the butler, advanced, conducting 
Mrs. Panton. Concem wrote itself on his withered 
fatherly faoe — concem, but no surprise. 

" Oh, my lord, my lord 1 " saLd he. Shame for his 
master struggled with the pity in his tones. Mrs. 
Panton, unctuous reprobation on her face, swept up to 
her mistress. 

"Ah, Bertram," cried Wroth tiuckly, "you'lltake 
the bear and the wolf to the kenneis. The church has 
been re-consecrated— do you hear ? — the church has been 
re-consecrated I '* 
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He swayed as he olatched the docket of the gothio 
chair; steadied himself bat swayed again. Jnliana 
averted her eyes. 

*' Madam," said the old servant, his voioe trembliag» 
'' the carriage waits yoa at the porch— Madam, allow me 
to condact you." 

Through his confased senses Wroth caoght the words. 
He made a start forward, and feil, almost at Juliana's 
feet 

" My lord, oh, my lord 1 " cried Bertram again. 

He hovered in distress between the lady and his 
master's prostrate form. Then affection overcame 
decorum. He knelt down, and polled apart the stock 
whioh held the young throat. Wroth stirred, half opened 
unseeing eyes, and Bertram thoaght to catch the mat- 
tered words : " Let me lie here." 

Qoicker of comprehension, Joliana had heard aright : 
''Let me die here. • • J* Her heart echoed the sigh. 
Woald she herseif coald have died a little while ago^ 
when they had soared in the heights together. 

"He's dreadfol drank, my ladyl — Oh, my lady," 
cried Mrs. Panton, fall of remorseful conoem, " why did 
I leave yoa ? " 

With a grOan Bertram laid the beaatifal flushed head 
down once more apon the stone; then rose, took a 
gattering candeUbram fromthe table, and bowed before 
the visitor. 

" Pray, madam " he orged. 

She foUowed him silently ; Panton went behind her, 
waggling her great bonnet Troable was in her exceUent 
heart : how coald she have abandoned her ladyship to 
the yotmg repiobate ? They were sorely all bewitched 
to-night 1 She expeoted repioacbes as they drove away 
— some oatcry at least: she was met by a dombness 
that cowed her« 
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Grand old words of lament were ringing in Jnliana's 
heart: 

** Ludfer, star of the moming, how art thou fallen I 
• • . Oh, the high peaks • • • the lofiy blue I — ^And then, 
this!" 

All at once something seemed to break within her 
and the tears came. 



CHAPTER III 

Mbs. Panton kept silence for the better part of the 
way. If she suspected her mistress's teais, silentl^ 
shed in the darkness, she did not dare intmde upou 
them. It was only when Juliana stirred, sighed, and 
bent forward to the open window as if trying to pierce 
the gloom that Mrs. Panton began to give vent to her 
overcharged feelinga : What could her ladyship think 
of her for having lefb her alone with that wicked 
nobleman and his wild beasts ? 

Her ladTship had thonght nothing but that Mrs« 
Panton had obeyed Orders. 

This was not encouraging; but once started, the 
subject was too enthralUng to be dropped. 

'' 0^ my lady» such an expeiience ! The tales thal 
Mr. Bertram has told me this night ! The things we 
have seen, he says, is nothing to what goes on at times« 
His heart is broken over it all. A nice, civil-spoken^ 
respectable old man as ever I came acrossl 'And 
why do you stay ? ' (says I to him). * Stay ? * says he, 
' why, I was bom here,' he says, ' and I had my lord's 
father in my arms when he was bom, and my lord 
himself ! Stay ? ' he cries. * And if he were my own 
son,' and his voice began to tremble, ' he couldn't be 
dearer to my heart.' 'Whatl That hell-rake?' I 
says. 'He is that,' he groans. 'Drunkard,' says L 
* No drunkard, ma'am, if he does drink too much now 

12 



WKOTH 43 

and again/ ' Gambier/ I go on, ' by wbat joxl teil me/ 
' No gambler/ he answers me in tbe same way, ' though 
he plajs deep, often, TU not deny it.' * With a blaok 
temper/ I says, remembering hia lordship's face, mj 
lady, as he lugged tiiat ravening brate of a wolf. ' My 
poor boy/ says Mr. Bertram, shaking bis head, ' he has 
ihat. Bat he's sadly crossed at times.' ' And a black 
heart/ I let oat. (I was getting warm and bold, my 
lady, with my feet on the fender, and a drop of lemon 
pnnch, bot. And it worried me that the old man 
shonld be so obstinata Sach a grand hoose, as it is. 
Hr. Bertrames own little room, fit for a prince; all 
panelled; that cosyl And corridora yoa coold drive 
a eoach and four throagh. And the master of it all 
spending bis life and bis money on waste and wicked- 
nessy as Mr. Bertram told me, and as I ooald see for 
myaelf.) 'A blacK heart/ I says. 'No/ he cries, 
xising at me with a shoat. ' 111 not hear that word 
from mortal lips. No/ he repeats, 'foolish, misled, 
hot-blooded, bat at heart he's good and sweet and 
Boond. Aye, and who shonld know it better than my- 
seif whoVe never had an iU look from him all bis Ufe» 
not an ill word for all that I take it upon myself to 
rebnke him, forgetting my place and Ms as often as 
not ? Ma'am/ he says to me then, * yon'll not believe 
it, bat no matter whom he has with him, he'il never 
fiit down to bis dinner withont giving me a glass of 
wine first. Pours it oat himself and hands it to mo 
as I stand behind bis chair. '* There, my old Bertram," 

he'U say ' The poor old man, my lady, the tears 

ran down bis face as he spoke 1 " 

There was a pause. Jaliana made»no comment. 
Yet, had Mrs. Panton's narrative displeased, it would 
have been promptly checked, as the good woman knew ; 
ehe theiefogre took heart of grace and proceeded with 
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fresh gusto, charmed that the Bound of her own voice 
should begttile the tediom. 

"I declare, my lady, you conld not help pitying 
the poor old fellow. All among such a set of wild 
wastrels ! It was hardly a minute they would let him 
rast. Now it would be the footman in upon him (and 
an impudent lot they are I) for more wine out of the 
cellar for the gentlemen to drink in the dining-room. 
And a pretty set the gentlemen were, my lady, them 
aa were dressed as monks, you know. We could hear 
them at it^ shouting, Einging, quarrelling ; and two or 
three of their valets would be Coming in on us, too, 
wanting this and that for themselves. One of them, 
if you please, never could finish his supper without a 
glass of cura^ao I And another nips a bettle of port 
wine that was meant for his master — a Frenchman he 
was. ' Port/ he says, ' English port and English ladiea 
are what I like— not meaning you/ he says, grinning 
at me like a monkey, ' but the Uttle misses. Not the 
big magnums long in bottle, but the Uttle pints just 

fresh from the wood ' whatever he meant by tJiat, 

my lady. I just rolled my eye at him ; I thank my 
Maker I can hold my own with any impudent foreigner. 
And then, when we might have settled at last to a 
quiet cosy talk, the old man got the fidgets — he was 
up and running to the door every minute. And at 
last he went away and when he came back : ' I have 
been listening in the sacristy/ he said> ' I thought your 
lady might be wanting something. But it's all right, 
all quiet in the church — only my lord and your lady 
talkingp quite genteelly/ 'Ho!' says I, looking at 
him hard, ' and what did you think my lady might be 
wanting ? ' At that he said nothing, but mopped his 
forehead, looking back at me piteous-like. ' Ho I ' says 
I again, ' you haven't that good opinion of your master 
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after all/ (asking yotir ladjship'g pardon). And again 
he says nothing, but looka at me^ tili I couldn't bat 
think of a baby going to cry. ' Never fear/ 1 eays, to con- 
aole him^ ' it would be a bold man ' (again beding your 
ladyship'B pardon) ' as would offer rudeness to my lady/ " 
Her mistress intermpted her sharply : 
** You would have done better, Panton, to have lef t 
me out of your gossip/' 

''My ladyl'* ejaculated the maid, much injured« 
** Why/' ehe went on, '' I would not as much as mention 
your ladyship's name> nor breathe where we came from, 
or where we were going beyond Maidstone — and the 
post-boy had already told 'em that The old man tried 
hard enough at first to find out. Bat, 'no/ I says, 
' my lady has no right to be here at all, and I'U not 
give her name to be bandied about, and made light 
with afterwards/ ' Ah,' he says — he was a respectable, 
good old man — * Ah,* he sighs, * you're right, ma'am ; the 
place is not fit for such as her, as I saw the instant I 
laid my eyes on her« You do welL These poor walls 
shouldn't as much as hear the echo of her name/ " 

The travelling chaise reached Maidstone in the 
small houis of the night. And when, after much 
waiting, Juliana at last obtained admittance at the 
posting inn, she dismissed Lord Wroth's servants and 
horses with a handsome gratuity and Orders to retum 
instanüy to Hurley. 

Through the remnant of the night in her hastily« 
prepared Chamber, sleeping and waking, she was 
haunted by vivid-coloured visions of that fantastic hour 
at the Abbey. The young pale face of Wroth rose ever 
before her, now kindled as with demoniac scorn and 
anger, now set in lines of high renunciation — through 
all beautLfuL Again and again, as she stared, wide-eyed. 
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into tbe darkness^ she relived the extraordinaiy 
scenes. Again she was sittmg in the high carren chaür 
with the mysterious vastness and gloom of the Abbey 
abont her ; again he was kneeling by her, pouring bis 
confession into her ear. She feit once more the fite of 
bis sudden passion scorch her, while yet bis spirituality 
was like the fanning of great wings that kept pure airs 
about her. Bat when ever and anon a snatch of sleep 
Game npon her, dreams ran unbridled. Instead of 
Beeking the great cup, bis Ups were drawing near bers ; 
but ever before they kissed she woke— except once, 
and then at the toucb of bis Ups she foond berself 
soaring in an ecstasy the like of which she had never 
oonceived possible. It was tbe very ecstasy that broke 
tbe dream. Evil visions she had, too; hauntings of 
slavering wolves, of beais bogely rearing, of dandng 
devü-monks, of a bat, scarlet-winged, circling in giddy 
rounds. 

She was glad when the late dawn broke ; glad to 
bear Mrs. Panton's soft beavy tread npon tbe boarda 
and to know that tbe reasonable dull day of ordinary 
lifo had Started af ter tbis night of incredible ezperience. 

She thonght she coold take np her ordered existence 
where she had left it. She had yet to leam that to tho 
eyes that have been given certaüi reyelations tbe wbole 
World is changed. What tbe bour in tbe Abbey had 
begnn her dreams had completed. Juliana's sonl was 
inviolate no longer. 

Kot withstanding tbe f atignes of tbe night, she insisted 
npon an early start and post-borses were ordered for tbe 
next stag^ to Oanterbury. There, at the FUwr de Zys, 
the goal of her jonmey was reached at last, 

Mrs. Panton stood ostentatiously apart, sniffing high 
disapprOYal, while her mistress, before even bespeaking 



WKOTH 47 

Zooms, made enquiries whioli ohanged the landlady's 
first unctuous obsequionsness into amazement: 

Was not one Miss Yaughan in the house ? 

The hostess measored the travellei^s distinguished 
appearance, shaking her head : she had no visitor of any 
qnality staying there at present, no one likely to be 
known to the lady. 

Bat the traveller insisted ; she had been informed, 
at Tonbridge Wells, and by the managet of the Thespis 
Company himself, that Miss Yaughan had been left at 
this hotel — Miss Yaughan, the young actress. 

A scomful light of undeistanding broke upon the 
hostess' countenance. 

Miss Yaughan ? Beljoy, Miss Beljoy was what the 
creature had called herseif to thenu So, it was for no 
Tisitor of Standing the lady was enqiiiring : but for the 
aick play-actress, the minx in the garret. Aye, indeed, 
she had been dropped into the Fleur de In/s by the 
stroUers. A baggage 1 . . . and sick, into the bargain I 
Only a deep sense of Christian Obligation had kept the 
landlady from turning her out into the street. And 
the girl was dying, they said ; it was a bad thing for an 
inn to have a death in it And those that had left her 
— on the sly, she might say— had not so much as left 
a guinea with her. 

The good woman's eye brightened, however, as she 
talked; her somewhat slow wits worked — there was 
money in this new arrival or she did not know her 
business ; and perhaps her Christian charity might not 
turn out 80 bad a speculation after all. Juliana broke 
in upon her verbiage : 

** Take me to her/' she said in her quiet roice* 

Juliana, Contessa Mordante di Belgiojoso, the young 
mfe pf an old husband, wielded great power in the 
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eztended circle of wMch she wbb miBtress; childless, 
however^ and with litüe taste for sooiety, ehe had bat 
one absorbing occupation : the care of tbe poor. In tbe 
Wide, lonely estates near Florence, up in the mountains 
wbere most of her summers were spent — while by 
amicable consent the oount ministered to bis gout at 
Baden-Baden, or Bourbonne — ehe played Providence to 
bis peasants, taught the children, started yonng couples 
in life, gave comfort alike to bu:th and death. So she 
had ezperience of misery and sickness. 

As she stood in the squalid room that had been 
thought good enough for a strolling play-actress to die 
in, and looked down at the flushed, haggard face, she 
knew that here Death was not. 

The girl, who had been dozing, started awake ; and, 
at first, seemed to take her visitor for a terror of the 
fever, for she cried aloud and hid her eyes. 

Bat JiQiana spoke in soothing ; and presently Peggy 
Yaagban, alias Miss Beljoy, tamed eyes of amazement 
at her foster-sister. Jaliana's gaze was nüsted over 
with that sorrow of hers that rarely knew tears. 

" O, Peggy," she said, " my poor Peggy, whom I left a 
little merry girl I How have yoa come to this ? '* 

Peggy knew that it was not to her bodily sickness 
tbe words referred, bat to the deeper sickness of the 
soal. Anger rashed crimson to her face. She sat ap 
with singolar vigoar : 

" What do yoa want with me ? " she cried. " I never 
sent for yoa, What is it to yoa what Tve come to ? 
IVe gone my own way, b^ged firom nobody. I sappose 
a poor girl may be let die in peaoe, withoat being talked 
at." She was shaken by a sadden spasm of ooaghing ; 
and as Joliana supported her in her anns, the girl broke 
into gasping sobs, clatohing at the kind hands. ^'I 
don't want to die — I don't want to die ! " 
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^ But you'ra not dying, Peggy. No, my dear. See 
now, you're bresthing quite easily ; yon never have been 
dying — ^not with thoee eyes and that pulse ! (Panton, 
teil them to prepare a room next to mine, with a good 
fiie.) I'm going to look after you, and make yoa welL 
(Do you hear, Panton ?) " 

Mra Panton, who stood watohing in deep displeasnre 
from the threshold, flung up her hands. But when her 
ladysbip conunanded in such a tone there was nothing 
f or it but obedience. 

Ab the door doeed, Juliana sat down by the bed. 
And bit by bit, poor Peggy was drawn to toU her stoiy ; 
the common sordid stoiy. It was on no high wave of 
passion misplaced, no tide of artistic temperament, that 
ehe had gone to ground« She was sick of home, that 
was aJL And Polly Lewis» from the village, had gone 
on the pantomime, and had made fine f riends» and had 
gold and fürs — aye, and diamonds. And then had come 
the money from Italy 

Juliana groaned : 

" The money I sent you for your wedding clothes 1 " 

Peg^s f evered Ups broke into a smüe, part misohief , 
part scom. It was likely she would wed with that 
common farming chap and go on feeding chickens and 
milking cows the rest of her lifo— she who had twice 
the looks and forty times the spirits of Polly Lewis I 
She tossed her head against the dingy pillow with a 
conscious jerk, and reared her slender throat. Tes — 
fihe had taken the money from Italy and gone to London 
to join .Polly. And she had had a good time. Her 
mouth quivi^red, as she spoke, and the long gieen eyes, 
in their morbid shadows, gbwed at the memory. 

Sad was Juliana as she watohed. All that Peggy 
regretted ?ra8 the passing of hei good time. The girl 
had a 00b in her throat as she went on. . • . The money 

X 



50 WROTH 

had dipped away so fast — and Polly Lewis had proved 
a beast P^gy had fallen from depth to depth ; and 
then, at starvation point, had found a ohance again. 
Miseiable as it was^ it was better than nothing, and 
would certainlj have led to something good in the end. 
She had been noticed. She had a friend, a gentleman, 
one of Follj's grand acquaintances. She pansed with 
an ogle from which the other woman^ in shame, averted 
her eyes. 

Pe^y shot a swifb glanoe, füll of cunning and 
Observation, at her grand f oster-sister, and choked back 
the words that were rising to her Ups. She coughed. 
A strolling Company on tonr ; it was a devilish lifo, all 
Said and done. She had caught this cold and they had 
dropped her here, the beastsi And that slut, Böse 
Amoretta, was going to play her part at the Wells ; and 
had Stolen her green velvet mantlel Her voice rose 
into shrillness over this cnlminating ofiTence and a new 
choking fit seized her. She caught the sheet to her 
mouth : 

'^There's blood on it againl" she screamed, and 
tumed livki with the fear of death upon her. 

A meek patient she proved thereaf ter. Juliana had 
her way with her, in spite of Mrs. Panton, whose simple 
creed it was that, if the Lord chose to remove from 
this World one who had disgraced her famUy, it was 
notbing short of sinful to interfere. 

Out of the stufPy attic, away from the litter of 
crushed bandbozes and tawdry finery, from the broken 
iron bedstead and the billows of musty feather bed, to 
the gay little guest-chamber next Juliana's own, whero 
the firelight danced on panelled walls and the chintz 
of the four-poster bed had a pattem of moss-rose buds 
^t was a huge step to convalesoence in itselt Theu 
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oame the doctor — a diffeient peison trom the apoüiecary 
who Lad generoualy blooded her gratis. A very nioe 
old gentleman he seemed, with wise silver-rimiiied 
apectacles and a snuff-box, who spoke of her case in 
such monatrous long words that Peggy was lost in 
mingled fear and prida Altogether a not disagreeable 
time for the little strolling actress. Such a person of 
xmportance had she become ! Such pretty wrappers of 
her lieh foster-siater's were now hers towear; such soft 
clean pillows to lie against, such sucoulent soups to 
swallow. 

like a cat, she stretched and ourled, and licked her 
Ups. Panton» who washed her briskly and brnshed her 
hair flat with stem diaapproving hands, was, it is trae, 
a disGoncerting element in this new ezistence ; and so 
was the eyer-lurking anziety touching her own condition. 
Juliana had private talks with the physician and she 
had not repeated her assurance of swift recovery. At 
times Peggy would be seized with a cold sweat of 
apprehension ; why should such an one as Juliana, the 
great lady, the severely good woman, be so kind, so 
indulgent to such as she if it were not that she was dying ? 

But the day came at last when Peggy was promoted 
to an armchair by the fire; and, towards its dusky 
hour, when the only light in the room came fcom the 
glowing hearth, Juli&na entered upon her, took seat by 
her side, and for a little while sat in silence. She had 
a bunch of white winter anemones in her hand and 
looked down at them, without speaking. Peggy knew 
she had something weighty to say ; her heart began to 
beat quickly. Then Juliana leaned f orward and dasped 
the girrs thin fingers. 

**My little foster-sister/' she said; *'I have made 
np my mind ; I am going to carry you away with me 
to Italy« To the sunshüie/' 
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"-Can I not get well in England?" asked Peggj, 
taken aback and puUing her hand away. 

" Kot with the winter Coming on ; it is too great a 
rifik. And I must go back. I have come a long way 
for your sake and stayed longer than I had intendecL 
And mj hnsband wants me" 

T^^egf^ green eyes grew ronnd in the firelight. 
She drew her breath with a gasp. 

''You came for me?" In her heart she thought 
her foster-sister a mighty fooL How little woold she 
have cared what became of Peggy, had she been 
Julianal 

** I came when I got that letter from yonr mother — 
that letter in whioh she told me, at last^ of her deep 
trouble abont you." 

Peggy tossed her head. 

" I beard from her again to-day/' went on the grave^ 
soft yoice, ''and she is so happy again now, Peggy, to 
know you safe with me. I have told her that I should 
take you away to the blue sky and the warm air. 
There will be roses where we are going — roses in 
December! And you will get well and streng/' 

The girl pondered. Certaioly with these shaking 
limbs and this swimming head she could never dance a 
jig, with these husky notes ling out an impudent lilt. 
She required a great deal of care still, and comfort 
about her and rest — she knew that — if she was to be 
fit for anything again. But there was her friend — he 
who was a real fashionable gentleman, who was so 
seductive, and had such a way with him and lived 
among such fine folk, lords, and thati Peggy had 
never seen any one more to her fancy, so £&r — to be 
whisked suddenly out of the country, without the 
possibility even of seeing him again first ! The thought 
was altogether displeasing. But if she did not go. 



WROTH 53 

what then ? She had no illusions abont her position in 
his regard ; wom and hollow-ejed she wonld meet with 
litüe favonr. She was a merry little devil» he had told 
her once and again, and that was what he liked her for. 

Bat Jnliana was a terribly righteons person to live 
with. 

" Shall I become well and streng — ^in Italy ? " P^gy 
asked at length, pondering. 

"Yea" Said Juliana, "well and streng • • • and 
good/' she went on af ter a little pause : '* And in the 
summer yon can come home again. Oh, F^gy, you'll 
be glad to get into your mother's arms " 

When she was well and streng — and good ! Peggy 
waa a girl of rapid decision. She knew instanüy what 
pait of the Programme she would earry out, what part 
neglect. The fire-glow was falling; the great lady, 
lost in her benevolent plans, failed to see the con- 
temptuons smile that twisted the pretty, pale, impudent 
face as her protigie at last dropped her demure consent. 

"If yon please, my lady " Panton held an 

open lettor in her band; Indignation breathed from 
her countonance. "I have found something that you 
ought to know of. Who does your ladyship think that 
rascal post-boy was ordered to kidnap yonder awful 
night of the tenebree, or whatover he called it ? " 

Juliana scarcely glanced up from her needle. She 
drew her brows together. 

" Dated Hurley Abbey, if you please ; from one of 
those crazy young gentlemen that were raging roiind 
aa monks. liston, my lady : ' Pretty Peggy, it is all 
arranged ; scream as much as you like to keep up the 
farce. . . .*" 

" What is that ? " intermpted Juliana» with sudden 
shaipness. 
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*' A letter, my lady, a letter. I come across it just 
Bow^ as I was packing up that minx's flithers " 

** Panton, for shame 1 How shall we teach the poor 
chfld to go straight if honest people do such crooked 
things ? Her letter ! Take it back this instant where 
jon found it No — I'U not hear another word I And 
besides, what does it matter now ? " 

Mrs. Panton, no whit abashed, ttimed the pnrloined 
missive over and over between her large finger and 
thumb. 

" Martindale, the joung gentleman's name is/' she 
pursued stolidly. " And a pretty young gentleman he 
must be ! And fine goings on they seem to have had 
already! 'A kiss to my pert Peg!' — ^Peg! . . . I'd 
peg the pertness ont of her ! " 

''Panton, be silentl" cried Juliana, impatient 
langhter stmggling with severity. Bat Panton had 
not been Juüaoa's nurse for nothing. Her little eyes 
gleamed with sndden f ary : 

'^ And your ladyship is going to take that piece to 
Italy with yon? Into your own housel And you 
thii]^, with coddling and petting, and smiling on her, 
you'U tum her good? That sort will always be in 
mischief if there's a man within a mile. Your lady- 
ship ihinks she's repentant? She's laughing in her 
sleeve already I Kurse her back to lifel A warming 
up of vipers, I say. Pretty use shell make of her 
healthl I shouldn't be doing my duty, if I didn't 
warn you." 

Juliana tumed pale ; there was an eamestness about 
Panton that impressed her in spite of herseif. And, as 
much in rebuke for her own want of faith as for her 
woman's want of charity, she exdaimed in reproaoh : 

''And where does Gk>d come in t " 

*'He does not come in at all/' said Panton with 
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maoh directness; ''not with Peggy YaughAnl'' And 
with a last Bhake of the letter she left the room. 

Jnliana remained lost in deep reflection. The 
memoiy locked away in her heart, a3 something at 
once too troubling and too entrancing for deliberate 
thonght, had been intraded upon with this rough and 
common touch. It hnrt her ; and, at the same time, it 
alarmed her that it ahould hnrt so mach. > 

And Panton's waming troubled and would not he 
dismissed. When we reach Italy, when we are home> 
she Said to herseif, trying to hush the uneasy yoice 
within her, all will be well again. Italy, home, the 
ordered lifo, the protection of her husband's presence 
against herseif — ^peace I 



CHAPTER IV 

Ik tlie great state bedchamber at Torre di Montemuscoli, 
the mountain Castle where he had been bom, Geaare 
Moidante, Conte di Belgiojoso dei Yespi, lay dymg. 
Jnliana bis wife sat in the shadow of the bed curtains, 
waiting. It was füll Stimmer heat without: a white 
glow, beneath which the whole land seemed to simmer 
and vibrate. Bat within those walls of stone, ten feet 
thick and more, there was a still^ cool atmosphere, 
nnaffected by the seasons, like that of some antique 
churcL Logs were even smonldering on the wide 
« hearth, for the lord was cold with an ever-deepeniag 
chill, and had liked to look upon the glimmer of red in 
the dimness of the room. Curtains were drawn across 
the cavemous window embrasures* 

The sick man was dozing. Through the shadows, 
Joliana's eye, attuned to the gloom, could distingoish 
the emaciated, ivory white head propped against the 
pillows; the long, thin outline under the canopy. 
Facing the bed there hnng a great crucifix frowning 
down npon her — ^mediaeval, Gothic, terrible; image of 
a Gk)d done to death by sinners, no mild Christ dyiog 
to savel The golden wasps, badge of the family, 
gleamed out of the crimson brocade that here and there 
concealed the bare stone of the walls. Words of the 
ancient family motte, graven into the high chimney 
hood, leaped capriciously into light with every flicker 
of the sucking woodflame ; now Mordet, now Gaudens, 

06 
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now Vespa. One hand, inert aa death itself, lay rerj 
dose to her on the counterpane. This was the last 
Mordante di Belgiojoso dei Yespi — the last of the 
brilliant, restless, fierce and handsome race, deadly to 
its enemieSy fatal to its friends, flashing throngh the 
snnshme of lifo with as daring a joy as the winged 
stinging ihing it had acoepted as its badge. It had 
been the pride of all the Mordanti to lire up to their 
Motto : Mordet Vespa Gaudens. 

The irony of it pierced her as she sat and watched. 
An old man dying — all that was left. There was a 
complete stillness, save for the faint licking of the 
fiame, the dull homming of the flies high in the vaulted 
ceiling and the faintly hissing breath from the bed 
sometimes singolarly rapid, sometimes stopping alto- 
gether, sometimes broken as with a little cUck of the 
machinery that was mnning down so &st. It must 
have been olose on noon, bat Jnliana had no notion 
how long she had sat, watching, waiting. Ever since 
those solemn ceremonies of the Church, which the 
Connt had aocepted this moming with an air of polite 
acquiescence not immixed with humour, she had not 
left him. 

The heavy peasant priest, who had lived all his 
years at Montemuscoli in much fear of its master, had 
ministered and been dismissed with the Connt's most 
determined conrtesy. After the majestic function, he 
had made his clumsy bow towards the bed and had 
wished the dying man a good recovery — at which the 
latter had smiled a fine &r-off smile. 

**Ma, if Qod wills otherwise/' had supplemented 
the padre, *' then to heaven t " And even as he said it, 
he had broken into Perspiration at his own temerity, 
and fiong a piteons eye at grave Juliana, his comrade 
in the ministration of so mach charity. Bat the Coont 
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had, for bis words, another smile which haunted the 
priest all his way back to the village. 

Thereaf ter old Mordante would have none hy him 
but his young wife. He was in no pain; was very 
eomfortable ; bat tired, tired, dissolving witb weariness ! 
Jaliana knew it was the end^ for the great dootor from 
Florence, who was now comfortably occupied at his mid- 
day meal in the ad^oining room, had told her so without 
circumlocution : it is bad for a physician's reputation to 
allow unfoundcd hopes. The gont had gone to Count 
Mordante's stomach : he would pass like a bumed-out 
candle. 

In that air^ already death-tainted, hung incense 
xnized with the sharp pongency of the essences with 
which the patient's forehead had been bathed, when he 
had turned a little faint, after his elaborate moming 
teilet. The silenoe, the dimness, the oppressive atmo* 
sphere, the brooding sense of dull expectation, all 
combined to weigh heavily on Juliana's energies. She 
had not slept that night, did not feel as if she conld 
ever sleep again, bat she was dazed. For months she 
had fooght against the Obsession of memoiy, battling 
even in her dreams with its dangerous allarement. Now 
it fteemed as if in lassitude she coald fight no longer. 
Her thoughts slipped away from her; oTer and agoin 
she was back in the desecrated Abbey of Lady's Grace 
at that midnight hour, when, with the deep shadows 
about her, amid the sighs of the crambling walls, she 
had met and lost the first and only romance of her Ufe. 
She canght herseif back with fierce anger, with loathing 
of herseif ; that at this hour of all hoors she should fail ! 
She tried to pray, to tarn her heart to sorrow : the old 
man had been very good to her. She must not — heaven 
drive the infamy from her! — ^woold not let her mind 
lest for an instant on what fxeedom might mean. Yet 
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— ^he of the red-brown eyes vma with her, in the veiy 
Chamber of Death, he was kneeling by her chair, 
whiapericg into her ear, his presence seemed to 
enfold her. 

"Juliana . • .*' 

She Started with a fierce leap of the heart. Ont of 
the shadowB, nnder the spreading canopy, the dying 
man was watching her. Eis eyes wcre terribly dark in 
a face which seemed to have shrunk even since she had 
last looked on it and to be investing itself ever more 
with the hne of clay. On his Ups was that faint, stränge 
smile, mysterious, ironic; that smile which had once 
been for many a woman's undoing, and was now so 
troubling on a countenance of death. She bent over 
him, aognish in her gaze. 

"You are worsel Yoor band is ice. I shall call 
tbe doctor " 

The stifT fingers slowly dosed on hers ; she feit the 
ehill of them ran to her heart. 

" Neither doctor nor priest — only you. Draw back 
the cnrtains, it growa very dark ; I want to see you a 
last time/' 

The sentences were short — for he had small breath 
— but distinct His mind, through the dissolution of 
the flesh, shone unnaturally dear. After yesterda/s 
physical agony this peace was wonderfuUy grateful to 
him ; yet it was this peace, this rest, this freedom from 
pain that speit the end. 

Moving as one in a dream, she went to the Windows 
and flung back the folds. Into the gieat room Struck 
shafts of vivid light; upon one of them, through the 
open caaement, a wasp sailed in singing, fierce and gay. 
It drcled about Juliana's dark head as she retumed to 
tbebed. 

Mozdante was still smüing. Her heart swelied with 
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a suffering like to none ehe had ever soffered ; yet she 
had no tears. 

" Ton are a very beautifol woman," said the extin- 
goislied voioe, '^ beautif ul and calm. It always pleased 
me, your calm." 

She could find no word for him. His attitnde 
towards the dread moment paralysed her. It was not 
the pagan'a stoicism, not the Christian's oourage; it 
was merely indifiTerence. Her sonl cried out for the 
priest, for the comfort of those words she had heard at 
her mother^s passing: ''Into thy hands, O LordT' 
Bnt for him» how conld they be said? He was 
going as the leaf goes from the tree, it seemed, as 
lightly, as naturally to earth. But the spirit that 
looked f orth indomitably aliye from the dimming eyes : 
whither ? 

Again her hand, pulsing with warm life, sought his. 
He could no longer retum the pressura The great sleep 
was creeping upwards steadily ; but he could still look 
and speak. 

" Cwra^ I make no apologies. I might have afflicted 

you with a wheeled chair '* His smüe flickered, 

f aded, renewed itself . '' The last Mordante I The last 
— ^you will pass on the wealth only." His Ups drooped, 
she had to bend closer to catch the words. " Juliana» 
you will have beautif ul children." 

She thought he was wandering, and» for the first 
time» had the smart of tears in her eyes« Her poor old 
husband, had he» in his heart» dreamed of that ? 

But the nezt instant his gaze was füll upon her» 
ludd» ironic» amused It seemed as if he had read her 
thought ; and even before his dying gaze she blushed. 
He made a supreme efifort» always smiling : 

''You will mairy again, Amor, Amor • • • Your 
]ife» Juliana» he^uB where mine ends. Eh»" he cried 
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of a sndden» shiilly, *' tiiere ia a wasp about yonr hair ! 
Havo a care of the sting 1 " 

His eyeballs, uptumed, fixed äLeinB6lYe& There was 
a vast moment of silence, into which the wasp sang. 
Then Cesare Mordante, Gonte di Belgiojoso dei Yespi, 
dosed his eyes and breathed onoe aa in unspeakable 
comfort. It was the last sigh of a great raoe. On his 
Ups ibe smile was set 

It was night, af ter that day of iirevocable event, and 
she who alone now of all the world had the right to the 
name of Mordante came slowly from her long yigil by 
the dead into the room known through long nsage as 
the Goont's study. She went steadily to the great ohair 
where, to her knowledge, no one had ever sat bat her 
hosband. Candles were bnming on the top of the 
secretaire, casting a nanow circle of yellow, promptly 
Bwallowed up by the surrounding gloom. On the tapestiy 
hangings glimmered here and there the gold of the 
embroidered wasps. As Juliana sank into the chair, 
the feelings that had been seething in her ever since 
the moment of his passing suddenly took the form of a 
resolve. This death was not freedom for her, but rather 
the seal of immutable union. Eenceforth it was her 
f ate to sit in his place, to uphold his name, administer 
his fortune, cherish his people. Else was she nothing 
but the woman who, by her husband's deathbed, had 
been lost in thought of another man ; who amid the 
sjghs of the departing had rejoiced at the prospect of 
liberty; who could even now find no tear with which 
to moum him who had been to her kind friend, great 
gentleman, from the moment he had set her by his aide. 
A calmness, a curious strength, succeeded the torments 
of self-reproaoh upon the taking of this decision. Her 
life lay before her as a road^ straight and white ; xxMrked 
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witib tall cypreeseB that ligidly pointed npwards — shapea 
of inexorable duty. Bat she feit courage enoagh for 
the lonely way : even to-night she would set her feeb 
upon the first step. She had work before her which 
miist be done. 

Early that morning, while waiting for the priest's 
anival, Mordante had given her a few concise instruc- 
tioDB. Now she was to be mistress of Castle and estate, 
all anthority was to emanate from her: he told her 
where to find bis last letter of direotions. 

Swift in Italy is the passage from the deathbed to 
the tomb. She had already wasted over mach time in 
prayer and self-searching. Yet, with the key in the 
lock, she paused again upon her task. It was stränge 
how bis Üving presence seemed to hannt this room; 
seemed to be so mach more vividly with her now than 
that marble figare beyond» with its faint mocking 
smile. 

Witty Company had Cesaie Mordante always been ; 
though his wit had a sting in it, as suited bis motto. 
She had seen bim angry, once or tvdce, with swift and 
tenible anger that strack instantly. And mocking, 
homorously interested in lifo, cynically amased with 
others' weakness, she had always known him. A phrase, 
that had once fallen apon her ear in a crowded Florence 
salon, recurred to her mind: "Listen to Mordante 
laughing — that means that some one has been stung 1 " 
Bat never for her, her haart cried out, had there been 
anger or derision; for her, never anything bat an 
exquisite courtesy and gentleness. Memories of his 
generoeity, of his patience, roshed back upon her, 
gratefuUy. When had his indulgenoe failed her, even 
to the f artheranoe of her most lavish charities — oharities 
for which he had little sympathy, in which she knew 
herseif indiscriminate — even to the toleration in hia 
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hovse^ m her intimacy, of tbe poor English waif^ P%g7 7 
Juliana sighed and opened the bureau. 

Uppennost in the drawer lay a lai^e sealed sheet, 
directed to herseif. She bioke the seal with steady 
handB and read. 

A long letter ; the elender writing ran like the linea 
of a poem between wide maigins : 

''Cara amioa," ü began, "wAen you read (hü 
yau vriU be in the possestum of yowr well-deserved 
reward for patience and virtue, Yen have done ms 
great honour, Jvliana, and I have fvily appredated 
it. Ser Vespadano Santucci wül bring you my 
testament and you wül see that everytMng I have to 
leave is yours, Even ihose annuities which asense 
of duty hos imposed upon me I have preferred to 
leave to your discrdion^ weU knovdng that you will 
place my honour higher than any other consideraiion, 
The amount of the suggested annuity is fixed in each 
case, unth, I heg you to ielieve, the most accurate 
discrimination. 

"Among the names euibmitted to your wisdom 
and generosity ihere is one which wül surprise you. 
Ipray you be neither too much ecandalieed nor die» 
treseed, but rather to take to heart, dear JtUiana, two 
fajcte to which you are at present, in your youth and 
incredible goodness, dangeraudy blind : 

'* Firstly, mcn haveformed Conventions of honour 
to suü Üuir ovm nature ; and therefore the conduct 
of a hudnind may sometimes prove the exact opposüe 
of what he reguireafrom his wife, miJvout his being, 
on (hat account, either heartless or false to the name 
of gentleman. Imbue yourself well, my dear, m(h 
(his tnUhj befare that second marriage in which I 
sincerely wish you so wmch satisfaction^ 
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<' The secandfaet vnU impress Ü8df,Ifear,9om^ 
what heavüy upon you: to confide in the rep$7itance 
of a yaung and pretty sinner ie to cou/rt dieaster. 
And ievHtre how you ever admii such an one again 
under the canjugal roof. I make the less apclogyfor 
this revekUion, far I that know it vnU maieriaUy 
ausist you to hanish your grief — that ffrief, I mean, 
which an over^sensitive conscience wovXd probdbly lead 
you to eultivate for the memory of an cid man who 
found so much content in your heauty and goodness^ 
after anexistencetooweUcxguainted vrith beautyand 
wickedness, 

" Tour lovdy eyes were neoer fnadefor tears; all 
the hetter, dolce amica^ if you shed none for me. 
Nevertheless, it is in deep sincerüy that I eonelude 
by assuring you that the provdest of my iitles lüas 
to he caMed your husband. 

''Cbsabe Mobdante, 
^ Conte di Bdgiojoso dd VespL'* 

Joliana read; and, bewildered, read again. Then 
the blood mshed to her face. She cnunpled the 
fiheet in her fingers and dropped her arms by her aide. 
Fooliah indeed not to have undexstood at first perosal 
such dear Statements. 

Enough seyen years of mantiage had tanght her of 
what had been the ethics of her husband's life. But 
with Count Belgiojoso's past, she had prondly told 
herself, she had no conoem, and she had never dreamed 
of suspeoting his present 

<< One name may sttrprise jou. . . " *' To confide 
in the repentance of a joung and pretty sinner. • • /' 
" Beware how you admit such an one again uQder the 
ooigugal roof." Too vüely piain was it whose name 
she was to find added to the shameful list I Under the 
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coojagal roof, and he an old man ! Dying^ the wasp 
had stung^ and oh, the sting was in her heart ! 

In the first spasm of her pain, she had no room f or 
the thought of the miserable oreature through whom 
the woond had been dealt to her. Sinoe she coold not 
monm her dead as widowed women should, all that had 
been left her had been respeot, gratitude. Now-*-thi8 
letter seemed a planned insulfc. Ihe oharge it imposed« 
the oonfidence it expressed, was no hononr, bnt a cynio^s 
posthumons ontrage on a wife's dignity. 

Moved by an unreasoned impulse, she hastened 
back to the death-chamber, still clenching the sheet* 
She feit she mnst seek to read upon the dead face some 
answer to the enigma. From the verj threshold, the 
icy peaoe of the room rebnked her rushing entrance. 
The cnrtains were all drawn back dose to the f our posts 
of the bed ; at its f oot had been placed a table bearing 
the awftd cruoifix between two oandles. In the middle 
of the room kneeled an old woman servant, and beeide 
her two nnns ; she had a vefl over her head, as if in the 
sacramental presence. All three rose as Jnliana entered 
and respeotfully retired. Bnt as she passed ont, old 
Zia Vanna shot an inquisitive glance at her mistress. 
Jnliana marked that her eyes were as dry as her own : 
was there no one to weep for the dead man ? 

The yonng widow waited tiU the door dosed upon 
the demure footsteps, the jingling roearies; then she 
lifted a candle, and, stepping to the head of the bed, 
stood gaadng down. 

The Ught feil on the old face : it looked like yellow 
waz — a mere mask of wom-ont hnmanity. The smile 
on the Ups seemed to pnt her and her passionately 
storming heart, her heaying pride, her anger, at an 
infinitely remote distance. Here was one who had 
known more tnüy than most men the emptiness of life. 
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and had ohoeen to smile rather than weep. He lay 
now in his great peaoe, serenely ironic I What of her 
trouble — ^what of its futility? So mns the world: 
nothing lasta. 

** Why do you complain 7 " the dead Ups seemed to 
ask. '' Of my care in spaiing you a nusplaced grief ? ** 
And» once again, the gasping whisper was in her ear : 
^'Your lifo begins where mine ends • • ." "So, this 
letter was not a treacherous stroke from the shelter of 
the grave ; lather was it a deliberate, inhuman nnselfiah- 
n^ss — the last aot of a relentlessly philosophic mind, 
whose knowledge of woman's natnre was as profound 
as it was cynicaL It was the sign-mannal giving her 
freedom. 

As JoUana bent, stadying the featuies of the dead» 
she understood ; but with this complete understanding 
oame also a complete severance. As far lemoved as her 
wann leaping lifo was from his rigid immobility, so was 
erery aspiration of her ardent soul fix>m that denying 
spirit. She had vowed bat a few minutes ago to devote 
herseif to an honoured memoiy. Now, she knew that 
the remainder of her Uf e wonld scaroe suffice to wipe 
away this hour of initiation and brii^; a wholesome 
foigetfulness. 

The chill that belonged to the oorpse seemed sud- 
denly to strike to her veins : she moved qoickly away 
without even a last glance. That smile was abhoiient ; 
it seemed to mnrder all that was divine within her, 
She feit she conld not qoickly enongh go f orth» believe 
again» hope again» know warmth and kindly folly, But, 
as she replaced the oandle beside the crudfix, she 
paused» minded of the croshed paper in her grasp : one 
tbing die had yet to do. 

She held his last letter to the flame, and» as it 
flared np» oast it on the oold hearth and stood watching 
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tili the last ohaned aad oarling flake settled into 
xepoae. 

" Now it 18 finished»^ Mdd she to henelf , and went 
out — ^feeUng as abe clo8ed thedoorof the deaüi-ohamber 
tbat ahe had oloeed it on a phase of her life. 

To aleep would have been impossible. A fieroe 
white fiame aeemed to bnrn in her bndn» ander whioh 
her fdtnre lay mapped ont in new and atartling tints» 
whüe her own natnre stood anddenly reyealed in 
hitherto onanapected lights and shades. The aense of 
being watched by the honaehold ; the oppresaion of the 
great waUs ahuttf ng her in, became anddenly nnendnr^ 
able : she feit ahe mnat out into the free air, into the 
Wide night to think her new thonghta nnhampered, her 
Wide free thonghta. 

Standing at laat in the deep blne of the night npon 
the terraee^ with aira of velvet softnesa abont her and 
the wide-eoented peaoe of the gazdena falling away 
below» ahe drew a long breath. With a sigh aa of in« 
efbble oomfort» Cesaie Moidante had wdcomed death. 
Kow with even auch a sigh, hia yonng widow gare 
welcome to her new existence. 

She aat down on a marble bencb, and fonnd heraelf 
arnüing: she had not known herseif so haid. What 
waa the dead man to her now, but the man who had 
d^graded hia age, thehonae they had shaied in common« 
the Tery sacredneas of deaüu She had not known her» 
seif so proud; nor had ahe known herself so ci^ble of 
joy, ever even guessed at the atrength of her own youth 
and her own yeaming for life. She waa iäree 1 It waa 
as if the shutters had been flong back in her soul and 
the light came pouring iq ; as if the bars of the cage 
had been broken, and the biid was taking flight, strong- 
winged. And now the voice to which she had so long 
denied a heaxing conld pour out its music, unrebuked: 
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^To-night I am soarisg with you • • • Onr spirits are 
xnates • , • Onr souls läas" 

Notbing now need keep her from tfae thought of 
him^ this swift lover of hers, with the beauty of ihe 
fallen angel and the lofty spirit ihat oould meet her on 
the heights ; of the man who had Been her and forth* 
with loved her as the poet loves his vision ; who, for 
the boon of one hour of her presencOi had consocrated 
to her his whole ezistence. 

Now, in the wondrous Italian night, ehe bade the 
hannting mysterious presence retum to her. ** Italy, the 
land of Jnliet, the laoid of Beatrioe • . • you bring her 
modc on yoor tongne, her aldes in your glanoe, her 
night glory in your hair I . • . You haye her love in 
your veins." 

She gave herseif to bis words. She etretched out 
her arms. Before another summer had bumed itself 
out they should stand together here ; together breathe 
tiiat air, softer than caresses, balmy, wann, spiced, the 
breath of love. Together they should look down 
upon thoee lilies, ranks of silver ghosts against the 
cypress walk; and together they would count thoee 
oypress shapes^-black sentinels upreared against this 
sky of unspeakable beauty, of indescribable tint : shim- 
mering amethyst overhead, sapphire of immeasurable 
depth on the horizon« 

And then, as their gase wandered upwards, there 
would swim iuto their vision, even as now into her 
entranoed eye, this exquisite crescent of waning moon, 
and they would see yonder faint pulse of dawn throb- 
bing in the East, orowning their perfect night with the 
promise of the long day. 






CHAPTER V 

Tax night af ter the funeral Jnliana slept deep and 
dreamleasly. It was a phjgical aa weÜ as mental 
relaxation. The long, lugubriona ceremonj of the day 
had left her heart nntouohed. Clay had been letnmed 
to claj, that was all. As for the mooking spirit» she 
knew now that it never oonld have had affinity with 
hers; why should she moum when she was released 
from the link which boxind her to such a thing ? After 
the horrible straggle to keep her thonghts pure of even 
a memxttj, she was free: the Sensation was Tast and 
exquisite, like sudden ease after the thrall of aoeustomed 
pain. 

As she laid her head upon the pillow, she said to 
herself : '*I may dream to-night/' Then had oome 
these depths upon depths of slumber, in which she was 
lost as in the rest of death itself before the birth of a 
newlife. 

When she woke it was long beyond her usual hour. 
The sunshine was beating fiercely in thiough the deep 
Windows open to the air. The insect rumour of blazing 
noon throbbed indefinably into the silenoe of her 
Chamber— the diy chirp of the cicale» thehum of winged 
things. For a second or two she could not remember 
where she was and sat up staring at the taU lanoet 
patches of blue sky, out upon the grey stone wall, at 
the dim greens of the tapestry, as if at some dieam 
-Vision. 

69 
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Then oame the oonquering drone of a wasp cirding 
in loops now high, now low — the tree-fruit was ripe in 
the gardens of Montemuscoli For days past that cry 
of the stunmer^s heat had scarce been out of her ears. 
Unnoticed before the death vigil, it must now be for 
ever charged with signifioance to her. 

ThuB the first pulse of her waking remembranee 
was painful: ''The wasp has left his sting in my 
heart." The next moment, the mood of the night 
reasserted itself. It was over. He was dead: she 
was free. Her new life lay fair as unwritten parch- 
ment to her band — ^nothing of this sordid past should 
Bolly it. 

She had ever been a woman of few aifections, and 
these had been given to the old : to her father ; to the 
old French imigrS who had been her childhood's master 
and whom she had adopted as her parrain — a second 
father, one, if the tmth must be told, dearer than the 
real parent — to her husband, old enough also to have 
oalled her daughter. Thus she had never known any 
love that was not weighted with filial respect. And 
now she was indeed orphaned. Her father had died 
during the first year of her marriage; the adopted 
** godfather " was separated from her by all the length 
of Italy and France ; her husband had been laid in his 
grave, more dead to her and more remote than either. 
little wonder was it that she should tum to the young 
new love with the passionate freshness of an untried 
heart. 

But the dead are not so easily banished. A man 
may lie by the side of his forefathers in the family 
vault, seemingly in the quietude that knows no possible 
disturbanoe; yet the devioes of his brain» the deeds of 
bis band may stül be aotive among those he bas left 
behind. 
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^ I am fiee now/' repeated Juliana to berself, '* I 
havB peaoe. Übe past is dead.'^ The thoughta ran iu 
melody like the binden of a Bong. Even at that moment 
tba Castle eoboed to Bome nnusnal damonr. 

There were soimds of many voices, and a woman's 
nplifted cry of farj. And tben the babel again. 
Jnliana knew the ezcitable natnre of her Italian bouae- 
hold; but she also knew their tradition of decormn« 
It mnBt be indeed a singolar ooourrenoe that oould 
prodnce among tbem, in a boase of monming, such 
nnseemly disturbance. And she thought to recognise 
in those sbrill, higb-pitched tonea the voice of her 
foster-sister. 

She bad not seen Peggy since the Goonf s seizxtrei 
The girl bad fled firom the sigbt of bis agonies with all 
the abameless egotism of self-indulgent natures ; and 
from no part of the past was Juliana more deter- 
mlned to cut beiself away than firom her who bad been 
the wretched instrument of afiront to her wif ely dignity. 
Throügb Mrs. Panton she bad sent her foeiter-aister 
Orders to rettim instantly to her bome in England» with 
a soffidency of money for the purpose. In the magni- 
tude of her busband's fall she bad scarce oonsidered the 
girFs treaohery to herseif; it was as part of bis degrada- 
tion that Peggy must be tbmst for eyer into oblivion. 
Provided for she would be; but never again would 
Jnliana look upon her face. 

A sense of physical nausea came over her at the 
thought of being forced to depart firom tbis resolu* 
tion. But a scream ecboed again, up throngb the 
long passages, piercingly. A ory tbis time, not of 
anger, but of fear. Juliana stretcbed out her band to 
the bell. 

At the first tinkle Panton was by her aide— Panton, 
with an exasperating air of detaohment from any 
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domesfeic scandal and pompoody asffldaons to Übe mom- 
üig duty. On her mistitess's inquiry, she shn^ged huge 
Shoulders and folded coshioned hands. With her ladj- 
flhip's permission she would rather not explain. Indeed» 
she kept herseif to herseif; and there were thingB, in 
these fore^ pttrts, where oertaan oharacters were con- 
oemed, that a self-respecting woman conld not bring 
her tongue to talk abont. Besides» she hoped she knew 
her place. 

When Panton hoped she knew her place, Joliana 
gaye np expecting any satisfaction from her. But 
events were now to speak for themselves. 

The tempest broke into the Terj room. Peggy, a 
distraog^t creature, with Streaming yellow locks and 
dishevelled travelling attire, roshed in '' withont by yonr 
leaye or with yonr leave/' as Mrs. Panton said, and 
flnng herselfy sobbing» screaming, inarticulately im- 
ploring, npon the bed. 

'^ Save me, save me I They're devils, devils, beasts ! 
It's not true ! Tm innooent, save me I ** 

Ontside the flung-baok door were the pnrsners, oon- 
snlting each other in sibüant whispers, fareathing 
Indignation. At last, after a respeotful knock against 
the panel, entered Battista, the majordomo. He had 
grown white-haired in the servioe of the house. He 
came and stood at the foot of hls lady's bed. There 
was no bashfulness for him in the Situation, for Italy is 
a oountry of simple customs, where your great lady wiU 
give her daily orders from her pillows to cook, coach« 
man, and majordomo. But his long grey face worked 
and he stammered : what he had to say was not easy. 
One by one the women from the passage slipped in 
behind him. From Z& Vanna, the seyere and pious, 
to little ronnd-faoed MaciTola (whom Juliana petted as 
an orphan waif) what black eyes flaahed, what nimble 
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haiidB gesücnlated ! How these danghters of the south, 
respectf olly speechlesB, yet contrived to convey to each 
other their hot wrath> their abhorrence of HbB Engliah 
ragazza, and their Teneration for their mistiess-— one 
muBt know Italy to realiza 

" In God'a name I ** ezclaimed Juliana. '' What is 
aUthis?'' 

She drew henelf away from the tonch of Peggy's 
firenzied hands. Mrs. Panton had a wag of her round 
head. It waa montha since she had wamed her mistreaa 
that where P^^gy was, the deity was not 

Battiata pointed a dusky and trembling finger at 
thegirL 

** La aignorina— — '' he b^gan hnakily. The worda 
were a signal for an ontbreak of ahrill feminine protest i. 
" Signorina^ indeed I wretch, rag, little thief 1 " 

Voice rose above voice, epithet ontran epithet. Some 
accosed themaelvea for not having apoken bef ore ; othera 
lamented that they had been ao blind aa never to auapeot. 
And the miaerable one» own foater-aiater to their dear 
lady, and their lady ao good to her — good aa the Mother 
Mary heraelf I — aaint — a creatare of Qod, and on the 
veiy day of the Count'a foneral 1 . . . 

At the mention of the maater there feil a andden 
ailence. The women qniokly looked at each other, then 
at Peggy'a heaving back, then at their mistreaa. And 
Juliana feit the ating to the core of her woman'a pride : 
theating of the waap. Her face becameaet; her purple 
eyea took a ateely flaah« Never had the honaehold aeen 
their Madonna look like this. 

" Speak, Battiata — ^yon othera, keep ailence I '* 

Battiata told hia tele in a hnaky whiaper, aa thongh 
it ahamed him to aay it alond. Toldit wiüi embarraaaed 
retioenoes, moie galling to Juliana than coold have been 
the moat nnaparing detail. 
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ßer Vespasiano, the notary, with Signor Lucobesi, 
kis Ezcellencj's Steward, had been going throngh the 
üftinily jewelfl, before handing them over in due fonn to 
her Excellency, aecording to his Excellenc/s testament. 
There were f ound missing a nnmber of valuable gems. 
Signor Lucchesi had, in deep distress of mind, sent post- 
haste to Florence for one of the Grand-Ducal police 
Gommissaries, and this moming the whole of the honse* 
hold had been examined. 

Here Battista paused; and the interval was filled 
in by many asseyerations, nods, and exclamations behind 
him. With her face on the bed» I^oggy lay now in a 
Idnd of breathless silence, and Joliana conld feel the 
tension of her figare, the clutch of her desperate handa 
tightening on the bedolothes, the very beating of her 
heart. 

It was known, resmned Battista, faltering, that on 
the very day of bis seizure bis Excellency had sent for 
the jewel casket, and it was known also — he stopped, 
tumed two or three phrases vainly in bis tongue, the 
sweat broke on his forehead — the English girl — her 
Ezcellency's soreüina — his Exoellency's . . . Saddenly 
the old man took a firmer note. Inspiration had come, 
and there ran a sigh of deep sympathetic understanding 
about the gronp. His Excellency, in his great goodness 
of heart had allowed the stranger to view the beautiful 
and wondrous things, she being alone and melancholy, 
for it was her Excelleno/s day to visit the poor of onr 
viUages. Her Excellency would remember how sudden 
the attack came npon the lord Connt. Zia Vanna had 
testified that it was the English signorina who replaoed 
the jewels in the case. It seemed she had long suspected 
the English one. 

Here the feminine choros broke out a&esh. Zia 
Yanna, who had a ailky, penetrating, even voice. 
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piroceeded upon a lengthy and deadly indiotment 
To 8um all, th6 gitl had been caught in the veaj 
aet of flight. The missing jewels weie discoyered, 
artfuUy concealed in her box and about her person; 
and Ser Vespasiano and Signor Lucchesi conoeived 
it their dutj to band the cnlprit forthwith to the 
polioe. 

Veggfs lithe body leaped to the last word, like a 
snake disturbed. She wheeled round upon them, her 
pretty face distorted with teiror and fory : 

''He gave them to mel" she screamed in her 
broken Italian. ** He gave them to me, you fools 1 " 
Then vith a twist of her long neck she flung defiance 
at her foster-sister in her own tongue : '' I defy you to 
proTe that he did not give them to me ! " 

For a second or two, to the beating of hands, the 
ducking of palates, the groans of Indignation piOYoked 
by her audaoity, the girl stared at her benefactieas. 

Juliana dropped her lids to shut out that revelation 
of soidid triumph coupled with that leer of meaning. 
Mrs. Panton, standing apart, accordiug to the attitude 
she had chosen to adopt, saw the wave of colour mount 
to her mistress's face, dyeing even the white throat ; 
and her band itched for Pegg/s ears. But the taeit 
sympathy with the widoVs pride, that kept even the 
simple peasant folk from touching on the culprit'a 
deeper gtiilt, held her in unwonted restraint. Juliana 
spoke at last The flush had faded ; she was white as 
marble ; her eyes were still cast down. 

** Wbiere are the jewels that were found ? ** 

Battista anawered« The official of polioe had 
retained them. 

^ Qo, Battista/' said Juliana then, very dearly, '' and 
üiform Ser Vespasiano and Signor Lucchesi that they 
have foigotten who rules here, It is for me to decide 
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how tliis matter is to be treated I have the Connt's 
last instructions ; I shall know from them whether he 
haa made a gift of these jewels, or whether they have 
been taken. Demand of the police offioial their imme- 
diate retum, and beg him to be kind enongh to await 
mj instractionB. Yoa can all withdraw." 

Never had Joliana spoken with such accents of 
severity to hetfamiglia. Crestfallen, one bj one, they 
took their way in sflence. 

Ab the door closed, Pe^y, standing with her back 
to the bed, her arms folded, suddenly dropped her air 
of insolence. She began to tremble; then to sob. 
Panton's little blae eyes surreyed her with satisfied 
fory. But neither dared speak to Juliana, who sat 
among her pillows with closed eyes, so pale against the 
loose dark coils of her hair ; so siugularly and ominously 
BtilL 

Fresently Battista retumed ; and with many bows 
laid on the bed a rope of pearls, an antique-looking 
pendant of brilliants and emeralds, a pair of emerald 
earrings. 

Juliana ackno wledged the action by a Single glance ; 
and Panton, peering eagerly, snorted her wordless 
opinion of the pilferer's sdection« 

'' Qo, Panton,*' ordered Juliana* 

And now the foeter-sisters were alone. Juliana's 
purple eyes opened fulL She spoke but a Single 
phrase: 

" P^S87> ^0 Count never gave you thoee/' 

Then the anger of fear took complete hold of the 
girL In a tomado of sobs and words« she altemately 
denied and oonfessed, implored mercy and threatened 
▼engeanoe. If she were put in prison the whole world 
should know I " He said they suited me, he promised 
he would giye me some like them«'' '' And how do you 
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know he didn't give them to me } " Finallj caxne the 
Uatant crjr of her atter debasement. ** Didn't he owe 
me someihing, wicked old man ! " 

Bnt at length^ throngh the storm, the stronger 
natuie impoeed itself upon the weaker ; the menace of 
Juliana's ailence became intolerable. Peggy's vague 
teiTor grew to mad panic. She sank on her knees, 
clawing again at the bedclothes ; her screaming 
tones sank to abject whimpering. In the name of 
the breast that had nourished them both, in the 
name of their childish days together, she begged for 
pity. 

^Prisonl • . . Mercy on me, piison in Florence! 
Spare me this onoe — let me go I If you let me go now« 
m be good. 111 do anything in the world you ask 
me. I will. Listen : May God strike me dead if I 
don't!" 

All at onoe Joliana sickened of the soene> sickened 
of her own part in it. Every honr of her lifo seemed 
tainted to her now with something of this nnoleannees : 
even the memoiies of childhood, when she had known 
no deaier playmate than little Peggy t 

She conld not be rid qnickly enough of such assoda- 
tions, haye done with the old and b^in with the new. 
P^ggy eoold not soon enough be reprieved, the amonnt 
of her annuity — ^that something ''the old man owed 
her" — decided upon, and the sight of her in her odious 
double gratitude banished. Tes, the girl must leave 
for England that very day. 

The lawyer, the house Steward, the polioe ofiEicial, 
were interviewed in tum. It was an hour of 
abomination, with erer that comprehending suppres- 
flion, that meaning sQence at the back of it. The 
last deed of it was the confiding of the stolen jewels 
to Ser Yespasiano for immediate despatoh, as a gifb 
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£rom tiie widow, to tha neaiest relative of the hoose 
of Belgiojoso. 

'^ Now it is done with/* cried Julians, as the door 
dofled at last upon her solitude. Bat the serenity of 
her peace was gone, the warm hopeMness of her Out- 
look. The living caimot throw oflF the dead. 



CHAPTER VI 

*'Mt lord/' Said Wroth's majordomo in quayering 
tones, '' there's two men come in a gig from Maidstone^ 

and they're — the/re " His voice broke, and he 

was dmnb upon words which it seemed he oould only 
have nttered with tears. 

The yoxmg man wheeled round. He had been 
Standing, one hand on the chimnej-pieoe, his head 
bent, gazing at the leaping of the flames ronnd the logs. 

''Well, what is it now, Bertram? Out with itl" 
he oried, His tone was imperious, but not unldnd; 
bis red-brown eyes flashed in a pale face. 

" My lord, tiiey are— oh, my lord, it is the end ! '* 
The sob would not be stran^ed. " They're bailiffs, my 
lord." 

"Ha!" 

'' They are posting a notice of sale on the very haU 
dooT-*the baU door, my lord ! " Tears were running 
down the withered cheeks. 

^ Very well, set the bear on them. Professor Lebrun 
will give them a hug or two for their pains." 

•'My lord " 

''Master Lupus, then " 

" My lord, this is no joking matter/' 

Lord Wroth flung back his head and laughed out 
loud. A fisdnt flush of reproaohful anger had risen to 
the old servant's f orehead. 

" Ah, my lord, the honour of Wroth • . " 

79 
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''Bj gadi it*8 fairly piotarasque I ^ oried my loid, 
flinging himself into a chair, crossiDg his bootod legs 
and langhing onoe agam« " Quito the romanoe of roin : 
Faithful retainer in tearo! Yonng xake, haidenedl 
Senrants clamonrii^; for their wages I (I anppoBe they 
are damouring, Bertram ?) Falsa friends flying I How 
many of the genüemen have ordered their horses aince 
last night ? By George, they'd better be qniok about 
it, lest the Stahles be taken in possession with their 
nags in them. And theie will be nobody bnt you left 
to stand by me— stay, and Martindale. Martindale will 
not rat And yoa'U o£fer me yoor savings, won't yon, 
Bertram ? And, by Bacchus, you and I (and llartin- 
dale) will dxink the last botüe of wine in the cellar 
together I (Is there a bettle left ?) '* 

Bis mirth rang out — ^the crackling of thoms. His 
eye daneed moie with a savage fire than with anything 
approaching gaiely. 

" You laugh, my lord ! '' 

The old butler stood stricken. How was it possible, 
his dim eyes seemed to ask, that this disgraoe, that so 
cruelly croshed the senrant, should but moTe the master 
to gibe? He lifted his hands and covered his ears 
from the sound. 

'' Better laughter than tears/* said Wroth. 

Bertram hung his head. Any personal shame or 
suffering would have been small to him compared to 
the üalling of the house, under the great shadow of 
which his life had been spent The shame of that 
placard on the hall door was like buming pitch upon 
his souL As he tumed to leave the roomi his eye 
caught sight of a pile of letters lying unopened on the 
bureau. Among them were two or three oonspicuoualy 
legal, heavily s^ed, all addressed in the same derk- 
like band« 
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'' Why, my lord,'* he soolded, wüh the familiaritgr 
of bis long aervioe» ''Mr. Minchin's letters, and not 
one of them open I Ah, I was wondering that Mr. 
Minchin shonld let this come npon ns I " 

''What would all Chancery Lane do for me, you 
old nnmsknll ? *' retorted Wroth in his good^humoured 
tone of banter, with its undercoxient of bittemess. 
^ Minohin is not going to refill my money-bags out of 
pure devotion to the family! Here, bring the lot to 
me. They will Mp that green log to catch fire. Fohl 
don't I know bis lucubrations 7 Grandpapa Basker* 
ville's will and its damnable oondition. Now, not a 
word! Ahf would you, you old villain? You have 
a brief ftom Minchin himaelf, I believe, to work the 
misaion on me. I teil you, Bertram, I'll choose my 
own hell — Fll have nobody eise's speciality for me. 
Out with you; there goes the hall door bell-— don't 
you hear? More bumbailiffs. Give them beer, 
Bertram — giTe them the soothing hop.** 

He sat — the pile of dusty letters on his knee— 
watdiing the door dose behind bis servant*s bowed 
figure. Then he sprang up, suddenly, tossing the 
xnissiveB right and left, and stood Square in 
the hearth, his arms beldnd his back, his head 
thrown up. 

''Mr. Minchin f*' cried Bertram, as he drew open 
the hall doov of Hurley Abbey. " Oh, Mr. Minchin, 
sir, you are indeed welcome! Sir, do you see what 
they have done 1 *' 

He pointed tragically to the notice which the 
bailifis had now posted on a panel and were surveying 
with professional 8ati3£BM9tion. 

" You rascal»,** ciied the old man then, tuming on 
them fiercely, «nboldened by the unezpected appear- 
ance of the family lawyery''how daie you defile i| 

a 
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nobleman's residenoe with your dirty billi t Fll tear 
that down before it has time to dry/* 

^'Beware how you interifore with the proceedings 
of the law/' said Mr« Minchin with a smile that had 
a knife-like edge, " Bat wheie ia my lord t I miist 
inatantly speak with him. Kay, I have bnmght no 
laggage/' he added, as the flnstered and disoomfited 
butler made a yagae plunge towards the öhaiae. 
''My bnsineBS with yoor master can take bat little 
time." 

He stood on the top of the granite Steps, while his 
narrow eyes wandered a minute from the ankept drive 
across the wide park in its treeless desolation« It 
was a mild April day, all beaaty and promise, bat the 
yoong green of grass and sapling seemed only to 
emphasise the waste. No cattle on the thistle-grown 
pastaie. No singing birds op. the leafless land. Only 
a batch of crows circling over the fallows. Had tho 
man of law been of imaginative disposition he might 
have foand a fitting omen in their black swoop, their 
dismal cry. He shrugged his shoolders and tomed 
briskly into the hoase. 

" Mr. Minchin, my lord/' annoonced Bertram, onable 
to keep the satisfaction firom his yoice. 

" Damn 1 " said his lordship. 

As JiCr. Minchin stopped into the warm library, he 
remored the maffler whioh was wrapped roond his 
throat, and allowed Bertram to possess himself of tiie 
many-caped coat which had protected his valoable 
person from the spring air. Then, folding the silken 
oomforter with great ddiberation, and scomfaUy ignor- 
ing his noble dient's attitade of boyish sallenness, he 
b^gan: 

^'My lord, not xeoeiving any reply to my repeated 
oommonications to yoor lordship, I have deemed it my 
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daty to yoar late graad&ther, wcatüxy ib. Baak«v 

Tille ** He broke off^ his small keen blue eye had 

fidlea on the aoattered letten et Wroth's feet The 
«cid smile tvitted his lipe. '' I peroeive the oonnt yom 
make of my efforts on yonr behalfi my krd/' he wouiid 
updiily. 

''Grad, bat that won't pirevent you ohargiiig for 
Vbem, will it, Ifinohinf '' letorfeed the gnoeleas youtlt 

Ttom other lipe a speeoh of this kind wotdd have 
been iirevooably offensive; bat, leprobate as he was» 
there was something aboat the yoong man's smile as 
he spoke, aboat Ae glanoe of his brown eyes and the 
tone of his voice, that somehow lobbed his outrageooi- 
ness of offenoe. Instead of calling apon the retreating 
baüer for lus ooat, and forthwith re-enveloping his 
throat in the karohief, as he certainly woold have done 
anywfaere eise in simihir dicamstaneeSy Mr. Minfth^ 
jdaddly enough took a chair near the hearth and, 
stoopük^ began to pick ap bis own neatly sealed 
Sheets firom the litter of Lord Wroth's ignoxed 
ooorier. 

He was a man still on the right aide of fiffcy, of the 
type which, it wöold seem, only England breeds : 
ttid as his own docoments, yet drawn apm as 
lines of honest purpose; impervioos as the law itself 
to any appeal to sansibility, yet possessing a dry 
homour— saving toach, perhaps, withont which he 
might haiB iSuled altogether to oome into contaot with 
bis kind. 

Impertorbably he examined the foor neglected 
epistles» Each was neatly dated oatside; he ananged 
them in order along his thin thigh ; then dearod his 
throat and began, jadicially : 

'' My lord, in this, my commonioation of Maicb 2, 
J took apon myself to remind yoar lordship that the 
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tixne-limit for the fidfibnent of the conditioiis ia your 
matemal grandfather's will- 



** Hang my ma tenuJ giandf ather^s will 1 '' interrapted 
the yoimg maa. ''Out that», Mincbin; I know it'a 
infernal anoient history/' 

The lawyer, from under his buahy eyebrowSi ahot a 
look at the scowling &oe abore him. That glance» 
swift as it was, expressed a good deal — some oontempt» 
dogged patienoe» a aCrong determination, withal that 
grain of amusement at the f oUies which were at onoe 
the props of his profassion and its trials. 

''Your lordship will allow me« nevertheless»*' 
puTSued he, l^ying the letter in question upon the table 
by his side, ** tp prooeed after the t^gdar manner. This 
recapitnlation is no donbt very weaiying to the im- 
patient spirit of youth. Bat it has its nses, my lord— 
it saves nusonderstanding. My chaise ia waiting,'' he 
added in another tone. '' I do not propose to keep yonr 
lordship more than the briefest time possible ; yet^ tiU 
I have dischaiged my duty, I mnst trespaaa npon yonr 
loidship's hospitality/* 

Lord Wroth flushed at the woni 

"Gad, Mr. Minchin/' he cried, ''has not Bertram 
offered yon even a glass of wine f Ton mnst foigive 
ns. He's distorbed this moming, poor old feUow. 
And I — you know my ways — ^yon f ound me in deep 
reflection." 

Mr. Minebin deprecated tiie snggestion and anested 
his host's movements towards the bell with two gestnres 
of his grey band. He was for the moment onoe more 
on the light side of bis dient, saw his opportnnity, and 
was quiok to take it. The grating vdoe was upliffced 
afiresh: 

"As executor of the late Mr. Baskerville's will, it is 
my duty to make a last efiart; to place veiy dearly 
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oncd more before yon the fact that xmless yon fulfil its 
cbief condition, viddicet — ^take to younelf a wife before 
tbe date of your twenty-fifth birüidaj, the vhole per- 
Bovaltj of the Baskerville Eatate, whioh otherwise 
would devolve on jon, will pass to dirers charities in 
the City of Zondon — ^the Cntleis' Homefor Ozphaiis^ 
the Foundli^g Hosptal in St Martin's, the Institution 
for Indigent " 

** CSonfonnd it, MiTtfhin^ stop that recitation« What 
the dence do I care wbere the old f ool's ooin goes if it 
does not come to mel'* 

Bnt the attomey proceeded, now placing the second 
letter on top of the first, methodically. 

** In this letter I pointed out to your lordship that^ 
avare of the enormoas embarrassmenta which unfor- 
tunately encmnber yon at preaent, I was willing to 
advanoe to yon any reasonable sum, provided your 
lordship undertook, on bis honour, to qualify for bis 
inheritance before it was too late.'* 

*^ Did yon, by George ? Now, I oall that qjever of 
yom^ Mincdiin, oonfounded oleyerl*' said Wroth; and 
his handsome, füll Ups curved into a sarcastic smile. 

^ Inihis third communioation, my lord, I represented 
to yon onoe more the fall extent of the noble fortune 
yon were jeopardising, Seven hundred thousand pounds^ 
unqnestionable securities. House property in the most 
remnneratiye sites in the City. Your late nncle's 
magaifioent mansion in Finsbury*— " 

** Kext-door neighbour to Alderman Butter, with a 
noble yiew of the conservatory of Snippe, late Snippe 
and Qooee, the tailor!" interrupted Wroth with his 
mirthless langh. *' Truly an attraotion, Minchin 1 '* 

««Kothing to prevent your lordship f^om disposing 
of the house to great advantage. And, doubtless, you 
wonld keep its oontentSi my lord t Tfaere aie pictures^ 
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Bome fine spediAeiis of the Dutoh school. The best 
BÜver, porhaps, in the Cüty — a very remarkable libiaiy 
— Mr. Baskerville had traditions ci taste. And your 
lordahip is perhaps not aware that the cellais of my 
late levered fidend were celebrated in a commnnity 
that nndentands something of Tintages 1 '' 

Wroth ToUed the red fire of bis eye gloomily npon 
him. 

'' The old devü knomi, I beUeve,'' he said to himself , 
*' that my bmgandy is gone/* 

He took a few nneasy Steps about the room, then 
flnng himself into the great annchair opposite bis viaitor. 
Seiidng a bnnting-crop that had been flung on the aide 
of the hearth, he began impatiently to tap one fine 
booted foot. Ever and anon bis glance wandered to the 
diy face in front of him, with its pnckered lines of 
sagacity^ sarcasm, and detennination. Some such 
glanoe might a sarage honnd throw at the man who 
was endeavouring to master bim. 

" In my fomrih and last letter, my lord, despatehed 
just seven days ago, I oigently reoapitnlated the Situa- 
tion onoe again, drawing your lordship's attention to the 
fact that on the nineteenth of this month — thiee days 
henoe» my lord — ^your last chanoe will ezpire/' 

" Ton my soul, Minchin/' said the other irritably, 
" you're uncommon anxious for my welfaie. Deviliah 
altruistiCy it strikes me. Is business profitable on those 
lines?" 

Mr. Minchin'a sharp smile reappeared. 

'' Let your lordship be reassured. In forwaiding 
your lordship's inteiest I am forwaiding my own. This 
prindple is the foundation of every honourable fortune 
made in my profession, my lord. By the terms of Mr. 
Baskerville's will I am to keep the management of the 
ettate— if it fiedls to your lordship. In the other 
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alternative eyerjrthing passes firom my oontrol — a very 
«eiious loas of business. Mr. Baskerville had a very 
Bound head, a very sound head.** 

Wroih sat forwaid in bis chair, loosely holding tiie 
whip across bis legs, and stared at the attomey. Then 
he soddenly broke into a langb again — a laugb tbat now 
had a xeal boyish ring in it^ Mr. Minchin's eyelids 
flickered fainüy. 

*'^ow, my lord, Üie extent of your lordship's 
embanassments is well known *^ 

^Deyil mend you!" growled the other; and the 
frown grew on bis y onng brow again. 

Up went the parchment-like legal band : 

'* Pray» do not misunderstand me. I believe I can 
See ihings from yonr lordship's pomt of view. The 
sbieds of the Wroth inheritanoe were hardly woith 
saving. In -yonr position you were bound to get into 
difficidty in some few years. You, it is piain to see, 
piefened to precipitate matters, to enjoy these two or 
three years to the füll rather than drag out a penurious 
existenoe which would lead to the same goal in the end« 
, • • Tet, tbat end once reached, I venture to presume 
tbat your lozdship» with bis peculiar views, would have 
an objection to seeking allianoe with an beiress/' 

" Ko, damnation i '' burst out the young man. '' I'm 
HO Saint, but, gad, 111 not seil myself 1 It's useless^ 

Minebin/' 

'* Ptay> pray, my lord, this was never a question of 
selling yourself . Your lordship had a free band ; could 
have chosen anyone he f ancied, any of the charming 
young ladies wbo-Hiurely your lordship must have 

met some one ** He broke o& An indescribable 

6Z{NMdon — a quiver, succeeded by a marble setting 
of the handsome features opposite bim, wamed bim to 
dssist» 
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** Some intrigue with a mamed woman,'* he Baid to 
himself cynioally. *' Well, well, it ought to faäilitatd 
xnatters at this ciisis/' Then aloud: "In present 

ciroumstances your lordship haa jnst three daya " 

Mr. Müichin leant back in bis cbair, tilted bis Square» 
leamed cbin out of bis stock, and stared at ibe oeiling ; 
he joined tbe tips of bis fingers, crossed bis legs, 
and imparted a faint swing to one attenoated gaiter. 
" Matters are, of conrse, considerably diffeient. Never« 
tbeless, my lord, I see no leason wby tbe — tbe— ah— 
wby tbe necessary oeremony sbould not take place 
between your lordsbip and some lady or other.'* He 
let bis finger slip and clasped bis bands, ricked bis 
tbin frame into an erect attitude, and suddenly fixed 
bis eyes upon bis dient. " Tbere is notbing in tbe 
will/' be Said inoisively, *' to foroe your lordsbip to Uve 
with tbe person be marries.'' 

Lord Wrotb stared again; tben bis whole coon- 
tenanoe lit up with fieroe glee. 

*' Ob^iMincbin, Mincbin 1 " be oried. ** Vade ir$tro, 
Satanas l Tempt not mine innocenoy, tbou OTil one/' 

He broke off alHiiptly. A sudden rigidity seized 
bim ; bis eyes became fixed, bis face set into an 
expression of desperation. Tbe attomey shot one 
glance and smiled; tben be rose 'sti£9y from bis 
chair. 

" Your lordship may safely leave all details in my 
hands. Pushed aa we are, tbe matter presents oon- 
siderable diffioulties, difficulties that seemed insup€vubl€^ 
about whioh I had given up all hope; • . • but I tbin^ 
I have solved tbe problem/' A diy chuckle shook hinu 
" I may say I have solved tbe proUem, but only after 
deep cogitation, and, I must add, with tbe prospeet of 
peculiar inconvenienoe to myself. But since your 
lordsbip would do notbing to sa^e himself, I have 



WBOIH 89 

thoaglit it inciunbexit on me to take matten into mj 
own bands/' 

Upon thiB cryptio utteranoe the Speaker paosed; 
tiien headded, in a buBinesslike tone: 

** I undarstand I have yonr lordship^s word that yon 
urfll assiat me in eamest through this matter? Yery 
welL In that case I feel jnstified in leaving, for the 
ose of yonr lordship, this trifling adrance on acoonnt of 
the very important payments I shall haTe to make to 
yonr credit at the bank the day after the marriage is 
oelebrated. I make hold to say that some ready money 
will not oome amiss» given the aiicnrnstanoes, at the 
present jnnctnre/' So saying, he laid a pocket-book 
npon the table. " This, my lord," he went on, " oon- 
tains three hnndred ponnds in Bank of England notes. 
And now I mnst retom to town« I will take leave to 
present myself here to-morrow evening again, and assist 
yonr lordship with the necessary formalities." 

As Mr. Minchin approached the door Wroth 
Started. 

«'Eh," heejacnlated, ''whatf' 

The lurid flame leaped back into bis eyes. ''Oad, 
'tis the riebest joke. Go in peaoe, man, go in peace^ 
and bring yotur fallals, and deeds, and seaLs, and devil's 
dioe to-morrow. Ahahaha ! " His laughter rose lond, 
savage. He flung himself back in his chair, and shook 
with ttie violence of his faotastio humonr. 

" I have the hononr to wish yonr lordship a good 
day,'' Said Mr, Minchin very primly from the threshold« 
He bowed to the oonvnlsed figore in the chair, and 
stepped ont into the hall. 

Old Bertram, bnstling across the marble floor with 
a roll of brown paper in one hand, a large kitchen-cup 
in the other, pansed. His meek, withered face, whioh 
bad been pleMantly rosy, grew ashen. 
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'' Lord i0aye us» Mr. Minchm 1 " he exdaimed ; "ife 
18 always bad hearing when hiB lordsfaip lanf^ like 
thatr 

'^Poohr' retnrned the lawjer, quite genially for 
Um; ''yoa may well all langh to-day, for I make bold 
to aay I am going to set the honae of Wroth on ito ligs 
agaiiL But hia loidship is not easy to persuade^ 
Bertram ; and it will do no härm to let him contem« 
plate the notice we wot o^ and to be met now and 
again by the genüemen who set it np, that he may 
meditate tipon it all for the next day or ao." 

Bertram looked dubionaly at the man of law. He 
waa oM, and he had been ahaken. He was not quick 
to gatiier the meaning of hints or winks thia moming. 
Now in hia pertorbation he actually forgot to help the 
Tiaitor with hia capes, bat hnrried out into the porch 
wagging hia head and muttering to himaelf. 

When the attomey had wresüed hia rheumatio 
joints into lua garments, he came out in bis tum to 
find the oM servant of Wroih bosily pasting a sheet of 
brown paper over the placaid that ihamed the hooae. 

**The law won't let na tear it down, bnt there'a 
nothing againat covering it np» air^ ia there?" he 
qnarared oyer bis ahonlder. 

The lawyer chuckled aa he hoiated himaelf into the 

chaiae. 

• •••••• 

Lord Wroth still lay in the armchair, jnat aa the 
lawyer had left him. Bat Ida meniment had died out ; 
hia limba hang limply, hia head had fallen f<arward on 
hia breast; there sat the image of a man Inpooding 
npon an evü penretae thooght» folly reoogniaed, yet 
aooepted. 

A raddea ontbrnnt of roicea, a clatter of ateps in 
the resonant hall without^ roased him. He lifited hia 
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head with a UtMr amfle; he kneur what tiie bnsüe 
partended. The stone walls gave back shouts : 

''William» yoii dog— my deak 1'' 

^ SAagUen, ma hoU$ äputoUts, iCoMüpa$l ^ 

^Bertnun, old fool, did I not teil yoü to order my 
hoEser' 

Heie roee an indesc&bable datnoQr, such aa broeds 
in a yard of «coited poultiy; a greasy vdoe^ half- 
ficq^htened, half-thieateniiig; was interpoai&g between 
ToUeys of oaths and aaaeveratioiiB : '^ (JmtJemeii, 
gendemen — oan't be done I The laVa the law» genta ! " 
Then a minnte'a oeaaation — a paoae pregnant with fuiy 
and äie greaay ydioe expoatnlating : ** Oh» yea^ genta» 
yonaie at liberty to depart. Bat no laggage»no catüe» 
Bo gooda or chattela» yoa know 1 ^ Whereupon foriooa 
noiae again — ^acnffling; hnbbub» aniging pandemonium» 
ahiiekaof mingled lage and pain» andoverall Bertram'a 
hij^itched objnrgation : *'G«iflemenl • • . for the 
Lord'a aake» genüemen I ** 

yfto/äiB amile faroadened. 

'' They'ra morderiBg the bmnbailiff I " he muttered» 
and made a langoid efibrt to get up from hia chair. 
He feU back again» however» aa the door opened and 
two gentleman entared the KX)nL 

** Ha» Martindal^** he exdiaimed» hia fiice lighting 
vp« *' Well» what'a the to-do ! ** 

^ Oh» there'a an impndent raacal there» Wroth» dear 
lelloir» and they're m^ely locking him up in the gon- 
looml'' 

The fiiat comer vaa a tall» fidr yonth» with a aoft 
fiuse, pink and white aa a girra — ^a pretty £bu» with 
tiptilted noae and an indeacribable impreaaion of aiiy 
impndenee. Behind him came a thidk-aet man» ihe 
natoxal aoowl on whoae oountenance waa now intoiaified 
by aome innar heat of temper. He did not apeak» but 
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fltared angrily at Mb host firom behind Mr. Martindale*« 
slimfigoie. 

Comparaüve peace had fallen in the hall without. 
Two or three valets passed and repassed the half-open 
door carrying Inggage. Upon the gravel beneath the 
Window Üiere was a cheerfrfl rhy thm of hoofs. 

'' There they go ! ** prooeeded Martindale, and took 
a &w light Steps forward. " My dear George, my very 
dear fellow, ^tis not the moment to teil you that I am 
digtressed, heartbrokte. I know how I can best prove 
my friendship — ^the warmth of my feelings for yoni 
It is by relieving yon of my Company I " 

Wroth changed ooloar. His cotintenance seemed 
to grow bl%ck nnder the clond of anger that overspread 
it — if the Word conld apply to anything natuially so 
pale. His brows were drawn together, and beneath 
them his eyes shot red. 

*<Yoa, Martindale? — ^you!** he ezolaimed in a 
Btrangled voioe, and tore at tiie stock ronnd his thioat. 

" And yoa*ll allow me to remaflc that you've played 
US a remarkably mean trick» Wroth," exploded the dark 
man. '' Zounds, man, a fdlow warns his Mends ; he 
does not letithem be caught in his house and robbed of 
baggage and horseflesh. Devil, sir " 

"Pray, pray, Clifford . . /' interposed the aiiy 
Martindale. ''Foigive him, George. Ever sinoe this 
moming, when he foond the Champagne had given out 
— and he having anchoviesl — ^his temper haa been 
nofit for the Fleet — exonse the allnsion, dear George, it 
slipped ont *' 

At this moment a laige brindled honnd throst itself 
through the door, advanced sedately towards Lord 
Wroth and Lud his great head on his knee. The yonng 
man shnddered, looked down at the beast^ and the 
spasm of passion with wbioh he had be^i oontending 
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feemed to paas. He drew a loDg bieath, the fiue wings 
of bis nostrils quiveredf and that betraying mouth of 
bis twitohed : 

'' FiddUa» • • • thy name is dog, not mani ** 

Xhen he jerked back bis head with the geature 
fdiaracteristio of bim» and looked boldly on bis two 
gaests. The one was all boyering anxietj to part in 
amityy the other atill spoiling for bis quarreL 

** A moment, Martindale/' he said quietlj enougb, 
waving the üeut yontb's profifered bandsbake caielesslj 
aside. 

The^ he rose from bis cbair, and, as he did so, the 
buge bound reared bimself, flong bis beavy paws npon 
bis mast^'s Shoulder, and strove to leach bis face with 
loving tongue. Wroth flung bis arm about the creature, 
and, fondling it, tumed bis eyes again on Cliffoid« The 
latter qoailed suddenly, and bis face grew a mottied 

'^Did I bear you calling anxiooaly for yonr pistoir 
case, Mr. Clifford \ " inquired bis host. ('< Down, cid 
Bratii3, downl") ''I trust, my dear sir, it bas been 
reooyered. Nothing like a puff of powder for Clearing 
the air of— mean tricks, sir/' 

Mr. Clifford retreated two steps, suddenly padiSed. 

** Ton quite misunderstand,^' he stamm^red. '^ Upon 
my soul, Wroth, you do me tirong 1 I was speaking 
of your enemies, 'pon bonour/' 

** Ihen, by the Lord, you^re too damned diffloult to 
understand ! '* cried Wroth, bis fury leaping back. 
^' Out iA my room ; out before I set Brutus on you ! 
A man wams bis friends, say you ? You are wamed I '' 

He stood a second breathing beavily; then the 
laughter which seemed to be bis oonstant expression of 
emotion broke firom bim. 

'' Stay, stay, you, Martindale," be ejaculated between 
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ihe spells as both men made fbr Üie doon ''Sand ymx 
hone back to the staUes, man — ^why, 'tiB the best joke 
of the year! Tve come into a fortuney mj bück—* 
seven hnndred thoasand« And the best oellar in the 
dtyl What say you to that? Call the othera to- 
gether. Oor merry days are not done ; they'ie bat jnat 
beginning! Call the feUows, I teil you! Ihe best is 
yet to oome ! ** 

The expiession of Martindale'a fiioe, hesitating 
between sospicion and temptation, drove Wroth into a 
fresh convulsion, But the echoes of the ringing vcioe 
had reached the hall, and two or tibree heads wexe 
throst carioosly into the room. 

" Gentlemen/* said Wroth, oomposing his oonnten- 
ance, '* unpack, nnpaok, for Tm a richer man than ever 
I was, and yon*re all my very dear firiends again, aie 
you not ? Hitherto I*ve kept my counael ; bnt to-day» 
after such proof of devotion as you've all given me, gad, 
yon shaU share my necttet as fieely as hitherto my 
bia]gnndy ! I think Imaybe girenthe credit of haring 
gone throngh a ÜEur amonnt of folly, with your help, np 
to now. But I am going to crown this mad life with 
the maddest thing of all ; I am going to be worth two- 
thirds of a miUion • • • and I am g(nng to be marri^ 
the day afiter to-monow/* 

Whilä he tilius haiangued his gnests, with a kind of 
snarl in his voicCi his band was caiessing Brutus's head 
tenderly. 



CHAPTER VII 

Ok the eve of tibat oritioal dajr, April 19, which wm to 
see Wroth either finally rained or once more a rieh 
man, the lord of ihe Abbey sat at dixmer with half a 
dozen friends. It was, as naual, a aoene of hilaritj. 
But despite Mr. Minchin's assurances, old Bertoram, as 
he served them, had nerer known a heavier heart. 
For ihat bad laugh of bis xnaster rang out again and 
again. Bis companions, too^ had inexplicable con- 
ynlflions of mirth ; some secret joke ran like wildfire 
abont the table. Twice the lord of the Abbej hoshed 
an indiscreet tongue; and the second time he had a 
jerk of bis thmnb, over bis Shoulder, towards Bertram 
himufllf. And Bertram had caught the vords : 

''Let bim have bis night's rest, dear old fool ! " 

" For sure, they're np to some dreadfnl prank," ran 
ihe tormenting thonght under the white hair. 

Wroth*B led-brown eyes oertainlj avoided bis old 
servant's anzions glances. And the bailifis were still 
with them, sqoatting like toads in Bertrain's own snug 
parlour» croaking of the fall of the bonae. And Mr. 
Minftbin had givon no fresh sign of lifo in spite of bis 
promises ; and to-monow was the last daj c^graoe. 

Then came a romble of wheels ontside; then tiie 
ball door bell pealed, and Bertram's heart leaped to 
bis throat. He glanoed at bis master. 

Wroth was poniing himself a bnmper, with a 
steady band. 

03 
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''Hark I I vow if s mj Minohin at laat," he oried, 
vithout interrapting his task« "He's bringing the 
handcaffii — and the kej of them toa Invaluable 
person, mj Minchinl Be quick, Bertram, we cannot 
allow sach an important person to be receired by the 
oommon footman." 

**! am going; my lord, Tm going,** mnrmnred 
Bertram. 

Wioth's laugh ptmued him with its evil omen, as 
he hnrried to the halL Yet there was a gleam of con- 
eolaüon in the dark outlook: Mr. Minchin was the 
doctor of this death-sick house. 

He unbarred the doors with hands that trembled in 
eager haste, and it was indeed Mr. Minchin's voice 
that greeted him from the depth of the hooded gig« 
Bat ^e vmce was saying a most remarkable thing : 

^ Help the lady out, Bertram." 

A ladj — and bronght bj Mr. Minchinl Eis 
maeter stood alone in the worlä and there was none 
of the gentle sex near enough in kin, as the bntler 
knew, for such a respectable person as the famfly 
lawyer to escort to this bachelor establishment 

Of course the old man was aware of the will and 
its candiüons — the snbject of Wroth's dafly scoffs and 
gibee. That dead band striving to control a living 
man's life with a bribe of gold, Wroth had stmck it 
aside with a slap that echoed throngh the empty 
Spaces of bis felling honse I Nevertheless the sands 
of salvation had not yet nm out A vague per« 
ception of possibilities was filtering to Bertram's oon- 
fused wits as, in a finster, he obeyed the lawyer^s 
command. 

A taU, substantlal woman deecended in silenoe. 
Afier her Mr. Minchin hopped down with remarkable 
jauntiness, in spite of bis rheomatiBm. 
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" Oome in^ ma'am,'' cried Bertram, with increasing 
agitation, as ahe halted hecdtatingl j at the door. 

He feil into fresh astonishment upon beholding the 
stranger in the light of the hall. A comely person in 
the pleasant thirties of her age, with a candid, round, 
rosy face, and innooent, Mghtened blue eyes. Her 
laige, black poke bonnet was modestlj tied under the 
chin by broad, silk libbons. A grey Paisley shawl 
covered what seemed an agreeaUy buzom fignre. As 
she canght the butler's eye widely fixed npon her, 
she sketched a curtsey. Altogeiher an ideal per- 
sonality to grace the honsekeeper's room ; bat in any 
other capacity. . . . Yet Mr. Minchin — and he was 
actually chuckling with something of the air of a 
raven intent on mischief— had just issued his nezt 
Order: 

" Show US to the library." 

Bertram was sad at heart, oppressed with anxieties, 
wom out with futile efforts. Physical strength f ailed 
him to cope with tiiie new difficulty. Why Mr. 
Minchin, in apparently the highest good humour, 
should anive at this most critical moment, with a 
comely female of the domestic order, was a problem 
which he feit quite unable to tackle. It was with a 
toneless whisper and an expressionless eye that he 
informed his master that Mr. Minchin and a lady 
were awaiting his lordship in the library. 

** A lady, by Jupiter 1 '' ejaculated the young man, 
in unmistakable surprise. He roUed a hasty glance 
round the table, checked the words that were zising 
to his Ups and, for a moment longer, sat in deep 
reflection. Then he flung back his head and broke as 
usual into mirth. 

'' The old fox ! '* he cried under his voice. '* Oh, 
the old fox 1 '" And then, loudly ; " Keep the bottle 

H 
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going, bojs. I diall be bade preBonÜy, Mj man of 
law waits me, anent that fortone jou wot oV 

He nodded as he apoke, and theie was a howl of 
derisioti. Most of bis good Mends had their donbts 
about thia same stoiy of will and fortune. Wroth was 
a mad fellow who woold bave bis joke to ihe last atep 
of the scaffold; tbe bailiffs were still in Bertram's 
litüe room, and tiie aftemoon's work at the Wells bad 
gone beyond all previons flights of fancy. A tempoiaiy 
loan, a few moie dozens in the cellar, a few more meny 
da jB — they bad all come to betieve the Abbey bad 
nothing forther to o£fer. And thoae who bad no hoise* 
fiesh to risk chose to remain on and see tbe last of old 
WrotL 

'' He'U die game, anyhow/' oried Martindale, as the 
door dosed upon bis host, and tipped a glass to the 
prinoe of practical jokeis and the monow's comedy« 

''Hallo, Minchin," began Wroth jovially, as be 
opened the library door. Bat be balted on the 
thresbold and bis eye became fized. Amasement, 
before whidli Bertram's surpiise was as nooght^ blasted 
bis ooontenanoe. Mr. Minchin's oompanion made her 
cuitsey with a nice sense this time of a noUeman's 
superioiity to a majordoma Mr. Minchin bimsdf 
rabbed bis diy hands tili they seemed to cradde with 
the langhter whidi bis sbaip, smiling Ups rrfnsed to 
emit. 

'* Pray, my lord, excuse this late and nnceremonions 
appeaianoe. NtcemUu non habet leges, or rather in 
most cases it is neoessity that oalls for the law — eh? 
And the law is a benevolent institation. More 
benevolent, my lord» and more elastic than any but 
her initiate realise. Mary Campbell, be seated • « , 
if yon will penrnt, my loid." 



I 
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ünder the sluulow of the poke boiinet, Maij 
Gampbell's awe-straok orbe were fixed npon tbe 
lavyer^s oountenancey as you may aee those of a 
perfonning dog upon bis tarainer. 

^ Yesy eil" she said, almoBt inaudiblj, and took the 
edge of the nearest chair. 

*' Maj I BuggdSb" poreued Mr. Minchin, maaking 
Bonie ümer neryoüsness imder an air of mmatmal 
oheerfolneasy ''that yonr lordship take a chair 
likewise ! " 

Wroth, a point of gaiety piercmg through bis 
atapefactiozi, complied in silence. The lawyer then 
plaoed himself in a coromanding position on the 
hearthmg between the twa ^ 

'' Fünt of all, my lord,'' he began, '^ one qnestion. 
Has yonr lordship provided against to-morroVa in- 
dispenaable oerenumy?" Wroth repreased a starb 
^Yonr lordship is awaie/' ezplained Mr. Minchin, 
with bis legal precision, " that a lady is a necessaiy 
paity to every mazriage, and that in caaes where no 
banna bave been published a lioense is likewise india* 
pensable. If your lordship bas already attended to 
these detaüs I will ask.yoa to allow Mary Campbell 
to retiie, as her iwesence will become snperfluona. 
Mine» I take npon myself to say» will still be useful 
to yonr lordship/' 

"Hang it allT' ezdaimed Lord Wroth» in one ot 
those sndden fits of Uack anger pecnliar to bim, ^* do 
yon ezpeet a fellow who is going to be banged to 
engage bis own bangman and snpply bis own rope ? '* 

Mary Campbell, who at the lawyer's su^estion of 
retirement bad half risen from her chair, remained 
paralysed in that attitude by the young man's tone. 

"Be seated, Mary/' said Mr. Minchin qnietly. 
Then^ taming V> his noble oUent again: " I sospected 
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as mach, my lord; forgiye me for flaying so/' he 
remarked, '^and theiefore have taken Ute liberty of 
biinging with me to-night lady and licensej both dulj 
piepaied against the oeiemony " 

Loid Wroth's outborst of temper was replaced by 
firesh astonishment, rapidly succeeded in its tum by 
nnoontroUed amuaement. He flong himself back in 
bis chair to laugh, reared himself again to stare at 
Maiy Oampbell, who dropped the huge poke bonnet 
in embarraasment and played with the tags of her 
reticule. Then he relapsed into new paroxysms. 

'' Pray> my lord," said Mr. Minohin, his nervous- 
ness betraying its^ at last in a note of asperity, 
** extraordinaiy cases demand — ahem — extraordinaiy 
remedies. Yonr caae^ my lord, is extraordinaiy, and, 
pardon me for pointing i^ desperate. I have devoted 
to it the most profonnd, the most anxiotis, I go so far 
as to add the most painful consideration. May I 
request yonr lordship to put some corb upon his mirih 
until I have placed before him the urgency of the 
Situation on the one band and its difficulties on the 
other. (Eindly cast yonr eyes on that clock, my lord, 
and connt in how many hoors you will be a beggar — 
and worse than a beggar — müess the conditions of 
your grandfather's will are fnlfiUed.)" 

Laughter died upon Wroth's lips ; he jerked his 
head at the threat. With men of his moods, a threat 
is the most fatal of aigum^its. While his süenoe 
permitted the lawyer to proceed, the setting of bis lips, 
the fiie in his eyes might well have convq^ed a waming« 

^ Since it was established then, my lord, that you 
would leave the whole conduct of this affair to my oare 
and judgment, I have endeavoured to find, and I believe 
successfolly, a Solution whereby the exaot letter, if not 
the spirit, of the will can be folfiUed, with the least 
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risk and annoyance io yourself. It is idle to deny that 
in going against the spirit of your late lamontad 
relatiYe's testamentary proyisiona I am incuiring a yeiy 
grave moral lesponBibilitj, one vhich some might jud^^ 
as altogether against the dictatea of professional duty. 
Neyertheless, dealing with jonr lordship's peculiar 
dicnrnstanoea, yonr lordship's peculiar yiews, I see my 
duty in another light. My duty is to save the hononr 
of a noble house> the credit of an old name, a headstrong 
and foolish young man &om irretrievable ruin . • . at 
all costs my lord» at all costs I " 

The dry voice had risen to ahnest passionate sonority . 
Mr. Minchin paused, with grey band uplifted, not 
mümpressive in bis eamestness. 

"6ad/' exdaimed Wroth, teasingly, ''yonVe mis- 
taken yonr vocation, Minchin. You should be at the 
bar; what a pleader you'd have made. You'd have 
judge and jury in tears." 

" My lord/' said Mr. Minchin, with bis knife-like 
smile, " you are right ; I need not have wasted time in 
ezplaining to you motives for what might seem an 
nnBcrupnlous action. Briefly, my lord, all I can do for 
you at this jnnctnre is to enable you to enter into the 
possession of a magnificent fortime» with the least 
possible threat of trouble to yonrself . To this end the 
person who is to go through the marriage ceremony 
with yon must be one who will not abose the Situation, 
firstly, by insisting upon all her rights as your wife — 
hush, my lord> prayl — secondly, by demanding a 
monstrous amount of money firom you as the price of 
her compliance with an irregulär position ; thirdly and 
equally important, she must be one who can be trusted 
never to drag your name into notoriety by any act of 
her own. In short, my lord, the woman I had to find 
was to be respectable^ disinterested, discreet— she was 
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to be wiUing to aid jovl, in your neoesaity, for no 
nlterior puipose of her own« Natuially a oompetmce 
wonld have to be settled upon her. A modest compe- 
tenoe, ibat is understood" — the lawyer's finger went 
np — ** ahe and I are agreed upon the fignre. And thia 
lady '' 

Wroth's glance pieroed across the room towaids the 
bonnet which had dropped more than ever doring the 
exposition. 

^* And is this lady,** he asked, " willing, ont of pnie 
philanthropy, to sacrifioe herseif to my neoessity, with- 
ont any f nräier retnm than the competenoe, the modeet 
competence^ you mention ? " His acoents were openly 
sarcastic. '' I may be forgiven H, in a wicked world, I 
ahonld like to have some further information concem- 
ing such a paragon." 

" My lord/' said the lawyer curtly, " there Tieas bnt 
one woman in the world whose worth I have suffi- 
ciently tested to be able to trust in so delioate a 
Situation. Mary Campbell has been in the service of 
my honse all her life practically ; she is the one honest 
woman I have ever known. She is the one grateftil 
peison I have ever known« She is now my honse- 
keeper and ** — an nnexpected note of tendemess crept 
into Mr. Minchin's Toice— "* the best cook I have ever 
known. 

At the first mention of her name by her master^ 
Mary Campbell had risen from her seat and« at every 
fireah encomium she had dropped him a curtsey. Lean« 
ing f orward, grasping the arms of his chair, Wroth shot 
quick glances firom one to the other. A little flirting 
flame firom the hearth, as it rose and fell^ altemately 
lit up, or threw into capricious shadows, his counte* 
nance. His Ups were folded upon the meniment that 
ahook him; eyeiy feature of his face oommented in 
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damb eloquence upon Mr. Minchin's speech. At the 
bust eulogy bestowed upon ihe wonld-be Lady Wroth 
he gaye a sudden gaap. Up went Ifr. Minchin's band, 
np hiB Toioe, harshly domineering : 

^ One final word, mj lord ! Mary Campbell ezactiy 
nnderstands the aittiation. She is prepared to go 
thiough the ceiemony with yon, and to letom to my 
eetablishment and resnme her usual avocation; yon 
wotdd never hear of her again nnless you desired it. 
She is satisfied with the yearly allowance, tiiree hundred 
ponnds, which I pzopose you should settle upon her. 
With xegard to your loidship's lecenüy expressed 
doubts as to Mary Gampbell's disinterestedness in the 
questi<m, I must reassure your lordahip. She is not 
aeting from any sense of foolish altruism, she is aoting 
by my instruction and influenced by no other feeling 
than by that of respect f or, of confidence in myself» 
her master. And being a person of streng common 
8eDse> \nth no aspirations towaids a life in wedlock, 
she reoogmses an opportunity of ensoring to herself a 
oomfbrtable income without any responsibility or 
discredit, or personal incouTenience. Hush, Mary 
CampbeUI" 

Wroth sprang to bis feet. Eis mood had once more 
changed. The amusement was swept from bis face by 
a new sullen doud. He fiung himself upon the 
poker and stiired the embers, so that a ruddy glow 
streamed into the room and droTe the haunting shadows 
aaide. 

*' You are too damnably managing, Miuchin ) " he 
cried. ''Keep your oook for your own hashes.** He 
paused a seoond and glared, a sudden loathly suspicion 
leaping into bis mind. Gould the wily attomey have 
any ulterior purpose in the pensioning ofTof this comely 
domeatic ? 
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Bat the doubt fled aa qoickly aa it had smged. 
One glaiice at the honest, abashed oonntenance nnder 
the poke bonnet vas sufficient. Her eyes were round 
and frightened, as innooent aa a child's or an animal's. 

*" Ton my aoul, Minchin 1 " he ezploded againi '' you 
are a cold-blooded one to drag this creature into onr 
tangles I Gad I eince to the devil I mnat, 111 go to the 
devil my own way. Pshaw! and all said and done» 
IVe got a better joke even than yonrs. Oet you to 
snpper with Bertram, my good woman 1 " 

Mr. Minohin's oonntenance lost the expression of 
absolute triumph which it had come to wear during the 
ezposition of his imimpeachable Schema 

" What am I then to understand ? " he stammered, 
more discomfited perhaps than he had ever knovn him- 
seif in the whole of his experience. 

" Understand this/' said Wroth, '' I am not going to 
marry that woman. I don't care whom I marry ; but 
I won't have that honest thing with her frightened eyes 
dragged into this against her will — against her will, I 
say, Minchin." His voice rang out imperative« There 
was kindness in his glance for her if his tone was fieree. 
Then Ins reekless humour rose again : '' And you don't 
know my plan yet/' He slapped the furious lawyer 
on the back. *'Oracious heavens, have the dreazy 
parchments and the dry bones of the law driven all 
humour out of you ? Why, your scheme waa duller 
than death, man. Wroth mairied to his lawyer*8 
housekeeper I Not a spark about the business, not a 
redeeming risk, not even the sporting uncertainty of 
Chance to give a fellow an interest 1 Gad, Mrs. Mary 
Campbell, ma'am, since you are so good a cook, you 
know better than to spoil a dish for want of aalt" 

^Maiy Campbell," interrupted her maater sepul« 
chr&lly, '' you can leave the room." 
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Wrotb fltepped to the door, part mocking, part 
benevolent : 

'< You'll find my old Bertram in the hall there/' he 
said cheerfnlly, and added nnder his breath: "Don't 
be afiraid, ma'am, joull not have to marrj me to- 
morrow« 

She cnrtseyed again, still speechless ; bot the round 
eyes were fall of gratituda 

" By Jupiter 1 " ciied Wroth, his back agaiost the 
door, his voice ringing out uproariously : "Not one 
Word £rom beginning to end Devil, man> a silent 
wonian with all the oüiex virtues to boot 1 A pearl I 
Why don't you marry her youraelf ? " 

" Lord Wroth/' said Minchin, holding out a sheet of 
paichment and tapjmig it threateuingly ; '' without this 
license, since there is no other provided, you oannot be 
married to-morrow. It is in your name and that of 
Mary OampbelL You dedine to marry Mary Oamp- 
belL You have informed me you intend to go to the 
devil your own way. That way is but too clearly 
indioated. And — ^and — in short, my lord, I wash my 
hands of your affairs/' 

'' Not a bit of it, Minchin/' said Wroth, scating 
himself astride a chair as he spoke, and over the back 
of it glancing tauntingly at the lawyer. " Not a bit of 
it. I am going to be married to-morrow. I don't yet 
know to whom. That's where the sport comee in« 
And the marriage has to be made legal, lioense or no 
licensa That is where you come in, you see. Just 
take the lamp over to the wiiting*table, you will find 
a oertain placard on it. That placard will be posted on 
the Pantüee, at Tunbridge Wells, early tonnorrow 
moming. It ezplains itsell You can give me your 
opinion on its contents when you hare perused and 
digested them. Hush, Mr. Minchin I It would surely 
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be most unpiofeBsional to deÜYer a legal opinion witih- 
out deep condderatiosu Good-nightl Bertram will 
ahow you a room.'* 

A oonple of hotirs kter Wroth stood in the great 
hall, watching the last fignre of his cup companions 
disappear up the stairway, candle in hand. A sneer 
was on his lipe as he marked light and shadow leap 
against the paneh with eaeh lurch of nnsteady progress. 
When, from the yast corridor, the slam of the elosing 
door came eohoing, he drew a deep breath of relief, and 
seemed, as an actor steps wearily from his part, to oast 
firom him the whole character he had assumed that 
night, to the very expression of his countenonce. He 
was no longer mad Wroth, the gay bnck, the reokless 
jester, the profligate. He was a haggard man facing 
the tragedy of his lue. 

He remained a minnte or two absorbed in reflection, 
absently patting the head of dog Brutus, who stood 
gravely by his side, with eyes of patient expectation 
xaised to his mastei^s face. Then, sigfaing again, he 
took the lamp left on the table, the sole remaining light 
amid the shadows of the hall, and tumed towards the 
long vaulted passage that belonged to the older part 
of the house and led to the monasteiy chnrch. For it 
was to the mined chuieh that his tormented spirit was 
driven, there to spend the last hours he had left himself 
before bidding an etemal adieu to his secret ideal. 

He entered its whispering silence, its high mysterious 
gloom, as Bomeo may have entered into the tomb of 
Juliet Casting a small cirele of light abont himself as 
he went, he stepped into the old sanctuaiy and paused 
at the altar table, wheie he set down the lamp. There 
was the chair she had sat in, here the place where she 
had hid her folded ivoiy hands. He flung himself on 
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his knees and clasped tiie carven thione that had hold 
ber. A groan escaped hia Ups, xepeated in f aint aighs 
fiom the arohed deepa aboat him. 

Juliana— faiewdU ! XJnknown to bim bat for thia 
aingle liquid name, abe bad come and gone in tbe nigbt 
like aome dieam Vision ; jetbe bad recogniaed bis soul's 
nutteand be waaabout to pbice between ber and bimaelf 
tbe ineparable barrier. It was worse tban self-destmc- 
tica, it waa tbe stiicide of all tbat was bigb, all that 
waa noble in bim ; it was soul minder I 

He draf^ed bimaelf to bis feet to stand again on tbe 
Spot wbere be bad dnmk to bis spiiitual union with 
her as in a cup oi Totive wine. How she had looked 
on bim, tbe moment befoie be feil, with grave, pitifol, 
porple eyes I Ob, wbat a love bers migbt have been, 
tbe woman of Strang silence, tbe woman of saob rare 
words of mosic ! '* Onr spirits married, then, thougb I 
go to tbe netbermoet pit, and notbing can kill that 
memory in me/' Wby had he not died as he lay at ber 
feet? Eutbanasia — a gloiious passing, intoxicated 
with the red wine tbat sang of a passion beyond his 
dreamsl 

Bestlessly be went back to the chair, and, casting 
himself npon it, bent to kiss tbe desecrated altar-stone 
wbere ber toach bad rested. By tbis kiss be bade bis 
dream good-bye. Had it been npon ber dead Ups it 
ooiüd soaroely have been the expression of a deeper 
xennnciation, 

Leaning his chin on bis clencbed hands he gazed 
down into the gloom of tbe nave wbere eveiy moment 
some fresh spring of areb, some exquisite pieoe of 
traoery, arose into lifo for tbe eye aocustomed to tbe 
datkness. He conjored her np before bim — ^tbe night 
of ber bair, the wondrons pansy-violet of ber eyes, tbe 
wann iTory of her ebeek, the black of her dress, the 
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porple of her cloak, and those exquisite pale hands. 
Black, purplei and white — ^for ever wonld those coloors 
be consecrate for him, hold her for him as in a choid 
of musiCy even as for the love-singer of Vaucluse, all 
lovely greens and violets held his Laura. 

He caught his f ancy back as it circled. What right 
would he have to these high memories of love, who 
to-morrow would mock all love's sacredness in the most 
sordid union ever devised ? Well, since it was to be, 
it could never be sordid enough, could not too openly 
blazon to the world that it was nought but a mummery 
of contract ; that if Wroth was selling himself and bis 
honour he gave but his name as the price. The world 
could never too clearly know that none more contemned 
the baigain than himself. 

What kept him firom the thought of seif -destruction 
in that hour ? Perhaps it was hope which could not 
quite die in a frame so instinct with vitality, so pulsing 
with passion ; perhaps the whole character of the man 
which was, in eztremity, to play the defiant rather than 
the yielding part 

Wroth was still veiy young ; and he shared with all 
wüd youth that kiad of perversity of honour which 
makes a rash vow the more ooerdre because of its 
extravagance. He never for an instant, even in this 
hour of miserable self-communion, wavered in his pur- 
pose; less, indeed, because of the money necessities 
which pressed so heavily upon him, but because of his 
undertaking with his firiends, his boast of ooming wealth 
in face of their desertion, because of the pride that irked 
him tili the fidfilment of the mad freak already started 
to their applause. 

His lamp, which had long been flickering and 
waning unperceived, suddenly shot a more vivid flame, 
like a dying man's last sigh, and expired. And then 
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he perceived Uiat the dawn had begon to creep on the 
World withont. Grey and sad, it was Btealing in throngh 
the ohurch Windows, colder it seemed tban the night« 
more dimmed with shadows« 

It was as if the siokly light stirred into motion all 
the hidden ghostly presences that haonted the choroh. 
Shadows moved from pillar to pillar trailing intangible 
robes; the sighs, the whispers with which the inner 
silence was always haonted, pressed not looder bat 
indefinably mnltiplied upon the ear. 

"It is the day/' said Wroth» He rose from the 
Abbot^s chair, and stood looking at the extinguished 
lamp. ** Faiewell, Juliana/-' 

Then he smiled farewell, too, on the seif that might 
bave been, on the Wroth that was for Jnliana and the 
better things. '' lie there, my might-have-been, amid 
the dead monks; none shall distorb your tomb 1 " 



CHAPTER VIII 

Wht her lady^ hitherto the moet leaaonftble of women, 
Bhotild have conceived the sodden f leak of coming all 
the way to England, f or the porpose» ostenaibly, of 
takicg the waters at Tanbridge WqUs, was a matter 
for endless ooiijectoie to Mrs. Panton. 

It had beeil understood £rom the beginning that the 
first jear of widowhood should be spent in Italy. The 
Winter had gone bj very comfortablj in the Fiorentine 
palaoe. Florence was at its most beautiful in the 
spring. All the sodety with which the Countess 
Mordante was aocustomed to commingle was there. In 
England, albeit her own land, there was scarce a honse 
where she was known. 

Ab for the waters^ Panton conld not see that her 
ladyship was in any need of such treatment ; she had 
bloomed like a rose since the old Count's death. And 
that Wells shonld be chosen, the place near which they 
had been overtaken by that dreadful adrenture, the 
very mention of which was forbidden to the gairalons 
maid. At this point of her cogitations Panton woold 
inyariably be bronght up by a singidar doabt Yonder 
wild yonng lord, mad and bad as he was, there had 
been something about him I Yes, there had. Coold it 
be possible? Never! Did she not know her lady? 
Did she not know her high aloofness ? Well, wdl, in 
Tnnbiidge Wells they were again, be it as it may. 
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'' A sbgnlar pkoe for joxa ladyiship to chooae! " 

^'Whj, Panton ? These are bright, freab rooxDS, and 
ihe people seem dviL'' 

"Too dyil bj half, my lady. We'll have it in ihe 
bül." 

Juliana smiled. She was aoouatomed to her woman's 
cheerfol peesümsm, which was not withont its humoar. 

'' A lot of fast, low f ellows there are about Some 
one will be running away with yonr ladyship again« 
And she a widow nowT' said Mrs. Panton« 

** I think not/' said Juliana. 

She was sitting before her minor, while the woman 
pnt the finishing tonch to her ooronet of dense biack 
hair. 

*' Speaking of tfaat^ my lady, there's mig^ty gossip 
aboat that wicked nobleman at the Abbey — begging 
yonr ladyship's pardon for referzing to a snbject which 
it is your ladyship's wish I shonld never mention«'* 

Panton's eyes were boringly fixed npon the re- 
flection in the minor. A colonr, no deeper than the 
fiosh of a sea-shell, had risen to Juliana's oheeks. The 
heavy lids were xaised snddenly. The pansy-purple 
eyes completed an image of extraoidinary harmony; 
no other colour conld have fitted so well the dark hair 
and the white skin* 

^ It seems, my lady,** pnrsned Mrs» Panton, with a 
ponderons airiness, '' that he has niined himself entiiely, 
and die bailiflb are in the place.'* 

Juliana rose abmptly. 

*' My dress and my doak ; I am going ouC' 

" Ooing out, your ladyship, before the day's warm ? '' 
And you ooughing twice last nightl As sure as my 
name is Louisa Panton you will be f or a hectic» 
and " 

''Tusbl" interrupted her misttess. ^'I am here 
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for the wateis, and the first glaas must be taken 
fasting." 

'' The waters I I never thonght yonr ladyship was 
in eaniest about the diinking of that nasty stnff. Poison 
it ifl to some constitutions, xny lady. There was my 
cousin's brother-in-law, that died sudden, after two 
glasses, and him only just finished a hearty dinner 
of " 

JoUana, with the pnrple eyes fixed on space, stood 
unheeding the good woman's babble. She absently 
allowed herseif to be robed in long olinging folds of 
widoVs black. 

"Myhat; myveil" 

"As for me," asserted Mrs. Panton, bustling, "Tm 
quite prepared to go the same way, if your ladyship 
won't listen to reason/' 

"I don't expect you to drink the waters/' said 
Joliana, with her slight smile, ronsing herseif from her 
abstraction, ''but get your bonnet, woman, and oome 
with me.'' 

"I hope I know my duty/' said Mrs. Panton 
enigmatically ; *' and my pattens, too, since the inners 
is my weak point." 

Early as it was, there were already two or three 
lotmgers on the hotel Steps. One raffish-looking indi- 
Yidual, with broken hunting-boots and a straw in his 
mouth, stopped in the middle of some humorous story 
to stäre at täie tall black fignre. 

''That's a üdy filly and a neat stepper!" he ez- 
claimed admiiingly. He broke into insolent langhter 
at Mrs. Panton's fnrions glance. 

" Hey, my beauty/' he cried after her as she passed 
him, datteiing in her mistress's wake, " there's a chance 
for you I See Lord Wroth's placard on the Fantiles ? 
Go quick and bny a new bonnet," 
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The other men bunt into gross oachinnations. Mn. 
Panton was astonnded to see her mistress fiuddenly 
halt, tum, and retraoe her ateps. 

''Of what are you talking; air?'' aaked Juliana» 
addreasing the fiist man. He drew hünself together 
with an uneaay attempt at gentilitj» and tosaed the 
atraw out of his mouth. 

''It is but the latest lark of Lord Wroth'a, ma'am,'* 
he answered obaequiously ; ''but the Wells is in an 
uproar about iL But, bless you, ma'am, Fve some 
alight aoquaintance with bis lordship myaelf/' — here 
he took two steps forward« his tone grew more familiär 
— ''and I can assure 3rou, ma'am» this heie is just 
another of his hoaxes — ^Wroth, you see/' 

" Thank you/' interrupted Juliana. ^ On the Pan« 
tiles, you say ? ' No doubt I ahall find it Good moming/' 

"Gad, thafs a highflyerl'' said the man, swaggering 
back to his eompanion, proud of having been thus 
distinguished. " Come, boys, the bai's open.'' 

The air was füll ot the exquisite freshness of a 
spring moming, It had rained in the night» and the 
cobble-stones were still wet. The sunshine lay in 
yellow streaks glistening; the ahadows were the 
shadows of a bright day, blue» with the light in them. 
The little town nestled all smiling against the amethyst 
mists of the hüls» firamed in young green of woodland. 
Small Squares of gardens showed nodding daffodils, rieh 
yellow crocuses» bushes of budding wallfiower. On the 
pleasant tartnesa of the breeze floated odours of all the 
apring-growing things» aa well as of the homely wood 
smoke of the enkindled hearths ; the good aroma of a 
bakery filled a whole street» It waa a moming to 
insjaie the joy of lifo. 

Juliana quickened her pace. The Pantiles were 
still but sparsely attended by visitors. It was not yet 

I 
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dght o'dook» but any one who knew the ways of the 
quiet litüe Spa might have notioed aa oniunial anima- 
tion among the lare passengers who paoed the paradaBi 
Towarda the middle of the walk a gronp waa stationaiy 
bef ore a oertain pillar, constantly adding to its numben, 
with much bnzzing and puBhing aa of beea oa the 
swarm. With unhesitating step Juliana approached. 
The thioDg was too dense for her to reach the piUar, 
bat ehe could see that it waa indeed a plaoard whioh 
exdted so much attention. 

It was the humbler dass of townsfolk that seemed 
attracted bj the novdty ; and lough jokes, intermingled 
with some augry remarks, much laugbter and a little 
Indignation, were bandied about among them. 

" Lord Wroth, again l " 

** It oould onlj be from hia loidahip.*' 

" Another of the Hurlej Borlej tricks 1 " 

'^ Hirn I If he'd pay Üie monej he owea all over 
the town» and not bring scandal upon it, it would be 
more beooming hia loidship's plaoe/' 

This last xemark from a reepectable-looking towna- 
man« 

'' What good evar came out of Wrothr' retorted an 
old man beside him. 

** rd like to have a few worda with him I ** cried 
a weedy and exdted youth, with long hair falling on 
a green stock, *' making game of our ladies like this ! " 

A shout of laughter greeted the remark. 

^ And much would be left of you afterwaids, Mister 
Hilary 7 Your own mother wouldn't know you again 
if Wrotb had half a minute's handling of you I ** 

A oouple of boys weie dragging a flashy weach 
through the little crowd« 

'' Now, Sal« ril be your ladyahip'a beat mani" jeered 
one» 
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'^ And don'6 fcxiget me at Horlej Burlej/* implored 
the otber with burleeqae sentimentality« 

'^ I daresaj there'U be a knifebojr's place wanted,'' 
tetorted the drab. 

Amid tiie fiesh miitk evoked by this sally Jaliana 
soddeoly uplifted her voice— 

" Let nie pass, pleaae." 

Her high-fared aocent, her tone of oommand, pro- 
duced an instant effect. All tomed to look at her. 
With sudden movement ehe flnng back her veil, and 
the aight of her face oonfirmed the Impression. Instino- 
tively everyone feil back before her. "Make way 
for the lady. Let the . lady pass/' went from lip 
to lip. 

It was partly becanse of her beanty, perhaps, partly 
becanse of her fearlessness» but beyond this there was 
Bomething oommanding in her presence which ehe 
hardly realiaed herselfl Where she chose to order 
Juliana was always obeyed. She advanced and stood 
to read, Mn. Panton at her elbow : 

Lord Wroth^ finAing himsdf in impoverühed 
drcumstanees, desires to mend his forttmes by 
nvatrimony, 

Any tender-Jucirted /emale$ feding düposed to 
taJke compassion upon him may present ihemsdves in 
the Commercial Boom of the New Inn and Tavem, 
hetween nine and ten, on Thv/reday moming, April 
SS, when he will maJce hie seleetüm, and therea/ter 
egpouse the pereon eelected according to all legal rites. 
Lord Wroth reserves to himeelf aisoltUely the right 
qf choice. 

Jnliana read, and it seemed to her that her blood^ 
jnst now so richly stirred in spring joy, suddenly 
congealed in her veins. 
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" It could only be Wroth," had been the first ex- 
olamation ehe had heard, and her mind had confirmed 
it. No hoax, but Wroth himself, at his worst Here 
was the act of the mad maater of Hurley, ihe leader of 
the monks' revel, of him who had hounded wolf and 
bear on his friends. Bat the Wroth whoee memoiy 
had been dwelling with her, whom she — still in early 
widowhood — ^had oome to seek, because she believed his 
heart was crying out fcnr her, as hers for him ; becanse 
she believed in his deep need of her; Wroth of the 
wounded soul, who had ponred his yeamiags into her 
ear — ^what of him ? 

She feit as she gazed on the ignoble plaoard, as if 
the band that had once so chivalroosly xe&ained from 
even tonching hers had now been lifted to strike her in 
the face. In thus sooffing at womanhood be had 
insulted her. 

She tumed and blindly made her way back throngh 
the gaping speetators. As she passed the girl, s^ 
hanging on the arm of either admirer, the Creatore 
called out insolently : 

*' Well, miss, I suppose you'll be up to time. Well 
meet at the New Inn, by-and-by, I have no doubt." 

Juliana tumed her eyes, datk with passion and 
sorrow, upon the poor bold piece of prettiness. Then 
she drew her veil swiftly over her fkce once more to 
hide the overwhelming tide of blood that had rushed 
toit. 



CHAPTER IX 

An honr later, nnacoompaiiied this time, Juliana found 
her way to Üie New lan and Tavem in the Lower 
Walk by the Panliles. 

Throogh the thick folds of her concealing veil she 
stood gazing dreamilj on the dingy walb, the spare 
fittings of the Gommercial Boom which, as announoed, 
had been retained ihat moniing for Lord Wroth and his 
Company. 

AftorwardB she could reoall every detail, every 
setting of that soene in which her life's drama was 
decided. The sullen little fire» blowing spitefol puffd 
of smoke into the room at every fresh guat of April 
wind ; the y ellow wainscot, the blackened ceiling ; the 
fly-spotted colonred prints; the window bow that 
jutted upon the parade, and the curious heads pressed 
against the pane to gaze in npon her and the other 
women« Those other womenl She could not sit in 
such oompanionship ; so she stood. She stood rigid 
against one of the dusty curtains, her black cloak 
fiowing to her feet, closely. She was gathering its folds 
together with those of her impenetrable lace veil across 
her breast with a hidden clasp. Beneath this band her 
heart beat in hard, heavy strokes. Sickening in her 
nostrüs was the stale smell of the room; now and 
again a wave of patchouli, started by some sudden 
movement of one of those others, would mingle with 
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the reek of fire-smoke and the stagnant remimscence 
of spirit and tobacco. 

Gurions glanoes were oast npon her firom the 
little gronp of four that sat round the fire. There 
was a large woman — a widow like herseif apparently 
— ^with a deep bonnet and a flounoe of laoe hanging 
from it that did not conceal a certain florid elderly 
comeliness. Her large hands folded over a white 
handkerohief bore traces of hard work. Juliana 
wondered vaguelj what should bring her among the 
aspiranta. 

Beside her the damsel of the patchouli required no 
such elnddation« Her bold roving eye, her rouged 
cheek, spoke for her. Then there was a foolish, whole- 
some-looking, country lass in terror at her own daiing, 
and a thin female of the genteel description^ with ^ crazy 
dd maid" heralded in every dangle of ill-assorted 
ribbon, in every tangle of attenuated curL This poor 
lady had a reticule, and minced a good deal with its 
Contents. 

Juliana's womanly heart, of a sudden, stirred within 
her. For the sake of their common aisterhood she would 
have liked to take that good-natured elderly widow by 
the band and lead her forth before she exposed her 
honest tale of wife and motherhood and toil to ridicule 
and shame; to have sent the silly round-eyed wench 
home, with her ears tingling, to her butter-onaking ; 
aye, and to have shielded the poor old spinster and her 
pathetic folly from the glance of mockiDg eves. As for 
the other oreature, Juliana's eye hardened as it recog« 
nised her. It was the presence of such as she that at 
once justified her own inconceiTable action in her eyes 
for his sake, and to her own pride utterly eon- 
demned it. 

No one spoke; there was that sense of gloomy 
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laisitnde and apprehenaioii about them all tfaat marks 
the miflerahle gaihering in the doctor's anteroom« The 
widow flighed ponderonsly at rhjthmic intervals. The 
giil of the patchonli yawned with ostentation; but, 
except for her first insolent crow of langhter at sight 
of Jaliana'a black fignre, ahe seemed to have lost all 
janntiness. The ancient spinster fiddled, fluttered, and 
simpered. The &rmer's daughter started at every noise, 
and bit a trembUng üp; tears grew and waned in her 
siUj blne eyes. 

Ontside, the sooffing gronp of spectators increased, 
their langhing Yoioes penetrated to the room. Now the 
skj grew rapidlj dark, and a scnriTing April shower 
aent them hostling each other into the inn porch. Two 
or three lagged women were driven down the street bj 
a constable; such candidates the tavem-keeper took 
npon himself to ezdnde from a meeting which^ on the 
whole, was dxawing mnohenviable and lucrative attention 
tohishoüse« 

Ftesently, into the dreary waiting crept a flutter; 
the tension grew to throbbing. Juliana closed her eyes 
involnntarily against the vision of that face which she 
knew wonld strike her afresh into sorrow — alas, and 
into joy more cruel than sonowl Bat the tiptoe of 
ezpectation feil flat : here was bat another sister conrt« 
ing Folly> tempting Fate. 

Joliana's gaze widened. She had to restrain an 
impnlse to oast the dimming veil from her. The new- 
oomer was tall, slender, and alert ; she carried about her 
an air of faahion and entered with an assuranoe of step 
and mien Singular, indeed, in the drcumstances. Yeiled 
as thickly as Juliana herseif, the sweep of hanging white 
lace was yet folded so ooquettishly round the large 
curving hat with its black and wUte plumes that it 
was clear here was one ehallenging curiosity rather 
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than fieeking disgmse. The folds of the bright blaä 
velvet manüe were not meant to hide completeljr 
the delioate line of bnst, the charming poise of waist 
and hip to which the close robe beneath gave füll 
value. 

She walked with a Swing which made the china- 
headed cane she carried a mere accentuation of mode. 
A bunoh of piimroees tucked beneath the lace that just 
covered her chin ga^e the last tonoh to her air of jEashion- 
able lady bent on fiolic — a lady? There were rings 
enough ander the loose glove of the band that brandished 
the oane ; there was el^gance enough abont the garments, 
and riohness, assuranoe and audacity enough about her 
mien. Yet JuUana knew one who was no lad j, and 
whom the newoomer's galt irresistiblj recaUed. She 
looked upon her with rising dismay. 

The brilliant candidate halted an instant at the 
head of the table, flung a comprehensive glance through 
her mechlin at the row by the fireplace, bowed her 
plumed head, and a ÜEont impertinent laugh rippled 
out from the hidden lips. Then she tumed and sunreyed 
Juliana. 

At the first note of that laughter Juliana knew 
beyond doubt. Bivals againi she thought. And she 
rebelled at the hideous irony of f ate. Waves of hot 
suspicion swept over her, quickly followed by cold 
disgusts. She remembered the plot of the mock kid- 
napping — ^into what a tangle had she thrust herseif! 
How could her foot venture into such slime? Yet 
something strenger than pride, fiercer than jealousy, 
held her to her purpose. Stenüyi behind her veil, she 
fized the gaudy butterfly, and feit how its gay and 
confident mood was suddenly Struck cold by her own 
black rigidity, The two women through their diaguises 
met eaoh other's invisible gase. Then, after a space of 

i 
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▼ain wxestlüig aa with one strenger than herseif, 
the owher of the plumed hat tossed it again, and^ 
marching to the opposite oomer of the window, 
took her Station there, right hand outflong, resting on 
the oane, little sandalled foot adranoed waiting for 
victory. 

The sun had flashed ont again between lifting douds 
and was faright on the wet street, when a clatter as of 
a cavalcade halting, aocompanied by laughter and high 
Toioes, annonnoed firom without, this time unmistakably, 
the amval of the bridßgroom. 

Jnliana saw the stir rem among her companions; 
saw a conqnering tQt of tiie feathered hat and a bracing 
of the elastio figure nnder the blue velvet doak ; saw 
the more anxions airs of preparation which shook the 
other f onr as they rose, almost simultaneonsly, from 
their seats« She heiaelf moved not by so mnch as a 
sigh; she feit as if even her heart had stopped 
beating. 

Thedoor was flang back and hecame in,some paces 
in advance of his Mends, as a princeof the blood befoie 
his retinae. With a free step he entered and« meeting 
the snnshine that streamed in through the window, his* 
pale face seemed to beoome lominous^ his ohestnot hair 
afire. 

'^ Ah me !'' thonght Jnliana in her grave heart, ^he 
Steps to degradation as to a dance/' 

Enshrined in her memory was his image, altemately 
fieroe, passion-pale, exalted ; not thns, breathing insolent 
gaiety firom langhing lips^ with briUiant oold eyes, 
mocking his own manhood and all womanhood together, 
in a Single eyil pleasantry • Something began to laxnent 
within her as with slow tears, like stealthy bleeding. 
She had dreaded the joy of seeing him again — ^behold it 
was all pain I 
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A gort of spring aira burst with him into the stag- 
nant loom, His friends, three in numberi gathered 
abont the tiireahold. One of tkem» a yonng fair man 
whom ahe remembered, propped himself against the 
door-poBt, oonsnmed by bis senae of the sitnation'a 
exquisite hnmour. 

'^ Oad I " med another, after a oomprehensive glance« 
^a poor field» ladl There's no run on the stakes — a 
beggarl 7 half-dozen entries.'' Hia eye feil on the widow. 
''The old mare heraelf, by (}eorgel A green colt, 

and '' His scrutiny paaaed firom the faimer^a 

daughter to the apinater, and, aeized with nncontrollable 
meiriment, he flung himaelf againat the fair yonth, 
clntching and shaking him in Idndred paroxyama. 

The third man bore an imperturbable conntenanoe. 
He held a notebook in one band, a pencil aloft in 
tlie other. Hia eyea wandeied solemnly, awaiting 
eventa. 

Wroth had halted bat f or a aeoond in the middle of 
the room, and like lightning hia gase had awept round 
it. Then, after glandng onoe or twioe keenly at the 
two figorea in the window, he tumed hia back npon 
them, and reating hia knucklea lightly npon the table, 
addreaaed the group by the hearth in tonea of bantering 
peremptoriness : 

** Come, meadamea, line up, line up ! How can a 
man judge of your pointa if you atand huddled together 
there? Martindale, aet the ladiea againat the wall, 
there'a a good fellow/' 

" Don't preaume to lay a band on me, young man I '* 
aaid the widow, goaded to audden fuiy, aa, detaching 
himaelf from hia companion, the Cair boy advanoed with 
great airineaa. She backed indignantly againat the 
wainaoot, and toxned her empuipled conntenanoe upon 
Wroth. 
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Placing hifl band upon Martindale's Shoulder, 
Wroth gravely sürveyed her for some seconds. Then 
Said he : 

'^Ma'am, if I took wife bj avoirdupois, no donbt 
yoa woüld romp in — easj first. But the weight of 
inj misfortune is already too great. I appreciate 
yoor benevolent purpose, but must respectfully 
dedine." 

"Well, I declaie !" cried the matron, gather- 

ing her garments about her; then she broke into 
inarticulate threats and ejaeulations, stormilj making 
for the door. Yes, to be surel Hoazing respectable 
femalea! She'd have the law of bim, lord or no 
loid! 

No one heeded her, except the laughing gentleman, 
who laughed the more, and the grave gentleman with 
the pencil, who, now following Wroth with burlesque 
solemnity step bj step, wzote in bis notebook: "Fat 
widow — ^acratched." 

Without, a burat of cheers greeted the first of the 
rejeeted. 

Before the oountry wench, who was so overcome 
that she could not raise her eyes firom the floor, Wroth 
paused a longer time, surveying in silence. Then he 
drew a gold pieoe from bis waistooat pocket and pressed 
it into the cold red band. 

^ Go and buy ribbons, child/' he said, not nnkindly, 
*'and make yourself smart for next Sunday's walk 
with Jock or Joe, or wbatever the lucky lad's name 
may be.** 

*" Oreen filly — scratched,'' was the next ^try in the 
notebook. 

The girl flung the gold piece on the ground, burst 
into the loud weeping of her class, and plunged from 
the room, There was a second salvo of jeers from 
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outside. Wroth's face grew black with his sudden 

** Shut the door, there I " he thundered. 

He had come befoie the spinster. Martindale gave 
a boyiflh gigs^e, and the last in the row, she of the 
reddened cheek and the roving eye, looked at him and 
then at her rival» and goffiiwed. Wroth'a hawk eyee 
flashed from one to the other. Then, bowing low, he 
addxessed the pitiable wxeck of womanhood and gentility 
in tones of conrtesy : 

'' Believe me, madam, I am honoored and touched 
bj yonr confidence. Bat I ahonld be taking an im- 
woiihy advantage of it were I to allow yon to proceed 
any further with yonr generous intention. Martindale/' 
he cried sharply, '^give your arm to the lady and lead 
her out of this/' 

The yonng man fluahed like a girl. 

" Gad, Wroth, what a fellow you are for ordering 
one abont ! " he mnttered. 

*' Kay, I know how I can ever rely on yonr friend- 
ship/' retamed Wroth pleasantly. 

iloflhing still deeper at the tannt» Martindale 
extended an nngraciona arm to the poor old spinster. 
She wonld have delayed, protested. She was lifting 
thin mittened hands in assorance of her willing sacrifica 
But her moment had already passed; the bridegroom 
had tumed away, and a thlrd entry had been made in 
the note-book. Wroth now stood by the table, his eyes 
fixed upon the black veiled fignre. 

The last of the row, who had been confidently await- 
ing sorutiny» waited yet a little while, unable to grasp 
the fact that she had been passed orer. No sooner did 
it dawn upon her, however, than she advanoed brazenly 
and flipped him on the Shoulder with her scented band- 



WBOTH 125 

'«Your lordflhip has not looked at me!" «he 
cried. 

" My dear/* said Wioth briefly, " yotf ve alieadj been 
too muoh looked at/' 

''Well» I dedare " exolaimed the girl, even aa 

had the matron bef oie her. She stood staring tili the 
fall beaiiiig of the worda leached her alow mind. Thea 
even her haidened Ihoe grew acarlet. 

''Anj other gentleman on the manying tack thia 
mommg ? " ahe cried» flemng, to hide her mortification. 

"ISo ? I'm tmly surprised. TU waate no more 

time here.'' 

She wheeled aboat, tripped on the gold pieoe, 
atooped and anatched it np with a laugh« Ab ahe waa 
paaaing out, aped by a flooriah &om the humoriat 
at the door, she oroaaed Martindale hnnying back^ 
«nd panaed a aecond in a last fatile endeavonr to gain 
attention« 

''Wamed off the field," wrote Wroth'a aporting 
friend, f olded the notebook, and dangled it behind hia 
back. It waa now eyen ronning between the two yeiled 
figniea. 

'' Martindale/' aaid Wroth beneath bis breath, *' look 
at that blaok oreatare beyond 1 la there not aomething 
ainiater, nnnatnral abont it? I feit a chill atrike firom 
her. By the loid, I feit it all doim my back bom the 
inatant I came into the room." 

Martindale rolled hia blue eyea and endeavonied to 
gire to hia pretty, impadent faoe an abr of piofonnd 
aagadty. 

''Oad, ahe ia blaok! Aye, and atilll" he added^ 
atmck auddenly in hia tarn by the dark inuno- 
bility, 

''Black/' echoed the other, "and atill? Theie'a 
aomething unnatoral aboat her, I teil you. She giyea 
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out oold. It's death or täte, ot consciaiica embodied.'* 
Then, meeting ihe other's astoiinded glance: ''Bah, 
what a foo^ I am to talk to you I " he cried. 'TU to 
the bottom of it, I'll see what is ander that shioad» be 
it a death's head/' 

He took a stride forward« 

*' üp with that Tüll/' he ordered hanhlj. Laoghter 
oeased in the room. There was a atir of eager 
curiosity. 

"üp with your veil," lepeated Wroth with a 
paaaioiiate stamp. 

Juliana stood as if tumed to marble. If her life 
depended upon it, she could not have obeyed that 
Order. 

"Speak then!" oontinued the young man, hia 
Strange anger growing. He waited a breaüilesa 
moment. 

'' I think it is only fair bis lordship should see the 
would-be bride. Qadzooks, we are not in Turkey 
here ! '' cried Martindale, and stretohed out bis 
band. 

But Wroth Struck it back, moved by an inezplioable 
Impulse. 

'^Leave her alonel'* he ordered, ''I care not what 
she is. She looks like a spectre, something dead— — ^* 
The douds, gathering back in the sudden spring glocnn, 
threw darkness and ohill upon the xoom and added 
to the auperstitious fear that seemed to have laid 
hold of bim. " God knows," oried he, tuming fieroely 
away, ''my life'e spread dark enough and dreaiy 
enough without my attaching such a shadow aa this 
toitr 

There was no alFectation in the shudder that aeized 
hun. He moTcd quickly to the other aide of the 
Window. The fiätea had decided. 
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''Ah/' he cried, with a perfanotory gaUaiitiy, nin« 
ning his eye over the gay cloak, the feahionable fignre, 
"from night to morning« Madam,yon have a ohanning 
taste in colonr.'* The inaolent eye measored her np 
and down. " A witching litüe foot, by Geoige I And, 
madam, yonr dressmaker fita you perfeotly. May 

I ? Will you ? Just the merest Ufting o£ 

aU this laoe/' 

The lady bioke into a Lingh ; it had in that tense 
atmospheze something fresh and spontaneons that feil 
veiy pleasantly. She flang back her veil and tilted 
her chin npwards with a little jerk» impudent and 
fascinating. 

" If yonr lordship is pleased to look " 

*" I dedare/' he exclaimed, " dimples 1 " 

But theie was no lighting up of his glance« A sharp 
^acnlation esoaped Martindale ; he stepped back wiüi 
an angry frown« The eyes of the other two kindled at 
sight of the pretty led and white face. 

" Well, my lozd 7 " she inqnired, snuling still more 
broadly. She had wide, cnrving Ups. 

" My dear/' said he weaiilyi " I nev^ conld resiat 
dimples." 

She swept him an immense cnrtsey. 

"Ah, zonnds 1 " criöd the silent gentleman, for once 
enthusiastic. '' Wroth, you Incky dog ! '' 

** Bah,'' spluttered Martindale, '4t is a put-up job« 
I teil you, Holroyd, Wroth has been pkying with us ! 
He had her up hia sleeve — all the while— and as for 
her " 

But the laughing gentleman who had advanced from 
the door was now laughing no longer. 

" Why, devü take me, if it is not Beljoy — P^ggie 
Beljoy of Drury Lane I " 

"P^ggie Be^oy, yes/' ejaculated Martindale, still 
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in a pasaioxL ''The cheati Beljoy^ indeed, little 
Hellioatl" He canght bis friend and shook him 
fieroely by tbe elbow. '^I bave a letter from her 
in my pooket, tbia minate, telling me abe'a come 
down bere, juat for me. It's all a danined trick of 
Wrotb's — ^a brazen plant Look at ber I Ob, oonf onnd 
women I ^ 

Holroyd gazed xmoertainly from Wrotb to tbe 
actrees. Was it all indeed a boax — ^forttme, placard, 
and all tbe mad bosineas ? If tbere ia one thing your 
man abont town batea, it ia being taken in. 

''Pray, Misa Be^oy/' aaid Martindale bitingly, 
^ wbat oomedy part do yon play beie to-day ? ** 

" Tbe emergeney part of bride to my Lord Wrotb," 
aaid abe, fluttering gaily at bim, cbarmed by tbe apectacle 
of bis jealona fnry. Tben abe waa abaken by a little 
audden congb, and preaaed a wbite band to ber 
aide. 

'' Indeed, I tmat ao, and in aober eameet," aaid 
Wrotb, witb bia air of foroed intereat *'If yon will 
permit, Miaa Beljoy, aince tbat ia yonr name, tbere 
ia no time to lose, my attomey will wait npon 
yon presently/' And over bia abonlder, to tbe 
gentleman of tbe notebook, be gave tbe bangbty 
Order: ''Take down Misa— ab— Miaa Beljo/a addresa, 
Scaife. And ao yonr pencil will bave aome meaning 
at laat" 

Miaa Beljoy roUed ber biilliant green eyea from ber 
old admirer to ber fntnre bridegroom and bia aatellite, 
and tbere waa jnat tbe fainteat tigbtening of ber pretty 
amile. Bnt abe gave ber addreaa witb apparently nn- 
mfBed good bumonr. 

''I lodge at Mr. Wood'a bookabop— in Cbapel 
Pkce/' 

Sbe bent cloae 07er Mr. Scaife'a abonlder, as be 
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scribbled upon a blank page (hastily ttimed over) 
forming the words with her Ups and ptinctuating them 
witii nodfl and dimples. Tben ehe tomed her deter« 
mined Beductivenees apon Wroth : 

'^I 8hall be charmed to meet the genüeman» my 
lord. Shall we say in an hour's time ? " 

''A little before, if it will not inconvenience you, 
madam " — ^Wroth drew back a step from her fluttering 
— ** since the instrument which seidB your &YOur to me 
must be ready before to-day's noon/' 

She fliing back her head and showed her teeth 
in a lottd laugh; dropping snddenly. her artificial 
graces. 

''There can never be too mach law abont such a 
bnsiness for me, you know/' she cried with frank 
cynidsm. She oanght Martindale's eye and winked; 
his BuUen face lit np. Wroth watched them fix>m under 
his drooping eyelids savagely enough. 

''Then come, gentlemen!" he cried. ''Till half-» 
past eleven, madam — ^when we meet in St Thomas's 
Chnrch. Bat Mr. Minchin will arrange all details with 
yon. 

He bowed ironically. She shifted her cane to her 
left hand^ and swept him the light Vith a floorish. 
Peiforce he had to bend over it, bat his lips did not 
touchit 

Taking Martindale'8 arm he went from the room, 
mth a final resentfol glance at the black figare that 
still stood in its bafSing immobüity. Laughing Holroyd 
tried to lai^h agsdn, bat it was a failure. There was a 
general sense of flatness ; this joke had a ring of deadly 
eamest after all« Scaif e stood a moment longer over his 
tablets : 

** Blue Mantle and Dimples romped in, easy winner 
— ^Dark Horse nowhere/' he wrote. 
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Martindale, numing back^ seiced bim impatdentiy. 
* *' ScaifOp you rascal, oome along. Gecnge wSl not 
trosC you with his brido/' he ciied mockiiigly. Hust- 
ling ibe other acroBs the tiireahold, fae flung an iionical 
larewell kiss towards P^ggy. 



CHAPTER X 

As the door dosed Miss Beljoy's anger exploded : 

" Ton my soul ! " she exclaimed aloud, " 'pon my 
eoul, here's a tidy set of fellows t " She flung her stick 
Qpon the table. '* Hexe, you black dmnmy, won't you 
let US have a look at you 7 You're an old love, TU 
sweer— or eise a bailifP in disguise/' 

The figore took a step forward« A cold, clear voioe 
spoke: 

''Peggy I *' And the veil was thrown back« 
"You — ^you • . • here!" The girVs eyes started 
bom their sooketa, A greenish pallor spread over her 
fiice, emphaaised by a deepening red spot on eaoh 
cheek. 

^ ** You 1 " cried Peggy Beljoy again. Then the blood 
welled back into her face ; her wide nostrils quivered : 
''Ah, you'ye dogged me again! But Tm not a poor 
dying wretch this time, to be preaohed at, and watohed, 
and kept like a child I I'm free of you now, Madame 
Belgiojoso. I need not take your bounty now, thank 
God ! I've got an income of my own, and IVe made a 
name for myself too. 'Peg me no Peggies, if you please. 
I'm Miss Beljoy of Drury Lane, and I'm going to be 
Lady Wroth of Hurley Abbey. What, you've come 
gpying on me again ? You must have preoious little 
todol'' 

*' Be quiet^ P^ggy/' said Juliana sternly. ** Listen 
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to me. I am not spying on yotu I had no idea that 
you intended ooming here^ when I came here myself. 
I was not even snie it was you, until you spoke. I 
never thought that I shoold have to interfeie witb 
your lifo again. I hoped I never should see you 
again. This is the work of fate. Hush, listen to 
mel I have bat one thing to say: you mnst give 
this np." 

Peggy almost screamed. 

''Give this np? And why, may I ask? I ain't 
poaching on yonr gionnd now — am 1 7 Oh, I'm to give 
it up, am I ? I'm not to be made an honest woman 
of, ain't I? Not to become as grand a lady as 
you are, I suppose? What is it to you, anyhow?'' 
The girl panted. Again the dry cough shook her. 
^'What are you here for? What business is it of 
yours ? " 

« My business in this matter you would not under- 
stand. My business with you is this : you gave me a 
promise once. Peggy» I ddm it now/* 

Once more the siokly pallor orept about the actress's 
mouth. 

*' I wish to Qoä" she oried passionately, *' Fd nevor 
laid eyes on that wicked old husband of yours I I 
wish my mother had strangled you, when she had the 
nursing of you— you are the curse of my lifo I " She 
broke iuto a whimper, sudden as all her changes of 
mood. 'Tm sure you mean well with me, my lady, 
It is not 80 brazen as it seems. I like the looks of 
the young man, I do indeed — ^it may be the saving 
of me/* 

** Of you ! "' cried Julisna. The great purple eyes 
flashed as only once before Peggy had seen them flash. 
"Of you! — I'm not thinking of you. You are the 
least of my thoughts. Tve saved you once^ when 
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your own eyil deed had bronght on you a lighteous 
judgment. You swore to me, then, that whatever I 
asked of jon, you would do. It vas a solemn oath, 
you called God to witness it. Kow« I teil you, I 
daim it." 

P^gy 's eyes roUed ; too well did Bhe remember that 
rash, that awful yow: ''May God strike me dead on 
the spot if I break my promise ! " Peggy did not want 
to die, and she was superstitious. 

''Well, what is it you want me to do!" ahe asked 
sullenly, after a long pause. 

'' To let me take your place to-day, fiist with the 
attomey, then at the chuioh/' said the quiet voice. 
Juliana flung the clinging veil firom her head. " I wiU 
wear that hat and veil of yours, P^^ ; and that blue 
pelisse will cover me fiom head to foot. We are of a 
height^ no one will suspect the ohange. And that is 
what I wish." 

Peggy feil into a ohair, staring, unable to credit her 
ears, 

''My lady I^* she gasped at last, "what, in the name 
of meroy, do you mean to do ? '' 

" To take your place ; I have told you so," 
repeated the Countess Mordante, steadily. "I am 
going to be mairied to Lord Wroth to-day, instead 
of you." 

The foster-sisters fixed eaoh other a second or two 
in sUence. Then the girFs face became convulsed with 
ugly laughter : 

"And the poor old man scarcely cold in his 
grave yet," she jeered, "why, I moumed him as 
long myself!" Then anger broke higher tiian in- 
solence. "It's the meanest thing I ever heard! 
Taking advantage of a poor girl— robfaing her of her 
chanceBr' 



134 WBOTH 

** Silenoe I ** said Joliana. There was not a qniver 
Qpon the composore of her conntenance. She stood, 
her delicate brows scareely oontracted» thinking pro- 
foundly. 

" The ciicamstanoes are so stränge/' she said, as if 
to berself. " No one will wonder if the woman whom 
Lord Wroth marries to-day for the sake of some mad 
wager, or some fatal freak, shonld hide her tace during 
ihe ceremonj. He will care least of alL Afterwaids— 
afterwards "—-her Ups parted upon the qmckened breath, 
a light leaped to her eye, a faint glow to her cheek. 
Then she remembered the listener: '^Meanwhile, for 
the interview with the lawyer, I will go to your 
rooms." 

Peggy tumed, raging, yet a&aid to rebel. 

''And me? What's to become of me?'' 

''Stay/' Said Joliana snddenly, ''whatever settle- 
ment is to be made on the fature Lady Wroth, 
rest assured, Peggy, yon shall not be at the loss 
of it." 

'' Thank yon for nothing, my lady,*' said the actress 
between her teeth. 

As Juliana drew her veil cloee abont her again, the 
shadow of a sigh was on her Ups. How dee^dy, even 
in these few months, the stamp of her reckless lifo had 
become impressed npon the girL Perverse as she had 
been before, there had been a youthfnl irresponsibility 
abont her that appealed and condoned. Now this 
bold and coarsened creatnre seemed to have lost all 
Gonnection with the little foster-sister she had onee 
loved. 

Miss Beljoy took the lead throngh the lonnging 
gronps that hung abont the hotel door. The white fall 
of laoe was still thrown baok on her hat; and despite 
the fory seething in her sool, the murmurs, the 



WBOTH 135 

Oütspoken commentB^ the latighter and oariosity wliicb 
greeted her, were all gratefol to her vanity. This atmo* 
sphere of notoriety and admiiationy insolent or oüierwise» 
of curiosity and exoitement, were as the breath of her 
noBtrils. The veiled figore following her» so dark in 
her monming against the spring eunshine, evoked bnt 
litüe interest. Some of the idlera abont the parades 
east a fleer at the widow who was so keen on a second 
mate. But Joliana's thooght wrapped her round as 
doeely as her disgnise. Ko ontside judgment oonld 
tonoh her soul, even as no vulgär glanoe could reach 
her countenance. 

In the queer Uttle room over the bookshop, with its 
doping floor and its striped paper, its hard, spindle- 
l^ged sofa, its nanow chinmey-piece and dim round 
mirror, which was Peggy's parlour, Juliana and her 
foster-sister— the two so strangely linked together, so 
deeply apart — ^were once more aJone. Eresh storms 
had been gathering in Peggy duiing the passage ; and, 
no sooner was the door cloeed upon Üiem than it broke 
out. She caught at Juliana's band« 

"Don't take bim firom me, don'tl" she cried. 
** Leave me my chance • • • for the sake of the days 
when we were children together and my soul was as 
pure as yours 1 For the sake of the mother who cheated 
me of my rights that she might nourish you 1 I went 
to that place for a freak, it is true. I don't care if you 
know it. It is good for an actress to be talked about. 
It can*t do her barm, anyhow. * TU have my fun out 
of this crack-brained rake of a lord,' said I to mysel^ 
when I read his placard, ' then I'U teach bim his place.' 
I knew be'd choose me— ^— " She paused, the tears 
stood on her cheek^.but above them her eyes shot 
triumph. 
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Juliana withdrew her band trom the hot clasp. 
Had she shown him her face, there — before them all» 
he woald have fallen at her feet She knew that. 
But it could not have been — ^it could not have 
been. In that Bordid room, in that seene of insolent 
triviality, of mockerji of cynicism» a mmnmer herseif 
in an ignoble comedy» abe conld not have revealed 
herseif. 

*^ And he did choose me" went on Peggy, " and I, 
the moment I saw himcoming npon us, bis eyes so 
bright, bis hair all flashing in Üxe sun, I said : ' Tbat's 
the man for my money.' What do yon want with 
bim ? You're too good for the likes of him ! What 
would you do with him — ^you, ao virtaous? But 
we'd suit each other. I don't want them good, and 
sbooldn't think he'd want them good. And I'd be 
My Lady, Lady Wroth! You're a ladysbip already. 
• . . It's hard you sbould gradge me the chanoe of 
mylife!" 

The actress gave berself to each mood of paasion aa 
the reed to the eddying cnrrent. She was moved by 
her own pleading, conTinoed by her own rhetoric. She 
ended, snre of her cause. 

" I keep you to youi oath, Peggy/' said Julian^ 
when silence feil. 

She had stood unmoved — no marble more cold— by 
the other's emotion. For a moment the girl fixed her 
with an eye of almost animal hatred, then she drew a 
Strangled breath and clutched het breast. Fear and 
ang^ bandied her between them. But at every tempta- 
tion to defy h^ vow the band of death seemed to grasp 
at her throat« 

"Damn youl" she cried at last — ^'we are quits, 
thenl I borrowed your old busband, you're stealing 
my young one 1 " 
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Juliana looked at her watcL '' This attomey/' she 
Said, " he maj be here at anj moment now. P^7, 1 
will take your cloak and veil/' I 

I^eggy tore her hat from her head» and flong it with 
its floaüng laces on the table ; then she shook herseif 
out of her pelisse and left it as it feU on the floor. 
With the haid red apot on either check she watched 
her foBter-siBter unwind herself in her tum firom veil 
and mantle ; watched the firm, beautiful figure emeige 
like a flower from the sheath; watched with dismay 
andhatred. 

Juliana's rieh pallor flaahed into loveliness as it met 
the Uoom of the yelv et ; under the sweep of the hat 
biim, the soft shadows of the plumes, her beauty shone 
triumphant. 

''Leave me, Peggy« You can remain in the bed- 
room.'^ 

She ordered and waited for the girFs aullen exit 
Then ehe drew one <^ the stiff Chippendale ohairs to the 
table and sat herself down to wait. Peggy's primrosea 
lay elose to her feet, where they had fallen during her 
furiouB disrobing. Juliana stooped and picked them 
up, holding them to her face under the veil. Her 
mind was set on stränge deeds, and she had no 
pleasure in them. But the spring flowers seemed 
to touch her cheek with a fresh caress, to breathe, 
in their fragrance, a promise aa of something delioate 
and sweet. 



Beljoy/' Said the rosy, down^at-heel slut that 
waited on the lodgers at Mr. Wood's, "* a gentleman for 
you, pleaae, Miss." She slammed a card on the table 
and her flat soles were heard slopping down the nairow 
caxpetless stairs. 

The lawyer halted on die threshold an instant. 
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" Miss Beljoy^ of Druiy Lane ? ** he queried of the 
fine lady who was seatod at the table in blne yelvet and 
plumed hat The feathers on the hat waved as the lady 
made a slow inclination. 

Mr. Minchin closed the door and oame across 
the sloping floor. The statnesqne folds of saj^hiie 
velvet were disturbed, as a white hand indicated 
a chair. He sat and considered the fgnie oppoeite 
to him. A fall of veiy handsome lace practically 
conoealed the countenance. The peUsse, howeveri 
was so disposed as to reveal gUmpses of what Mr. 
Minchin (connoissenr in his waj) described to him- 
seif as a remarkably elegant shape. Between the 
scoUoped edge of the lace and the blne velvet there 
was a line of ivoiy throat, round and statdj. The 
hand that had eonrteonalj indicated his seat had 
now rejoined its fellow; and both lay fblded loosely 
over each other on the table. He gave a con- 
temptnons inner chnckle at sight of a wedding 
ring. 

Miss Beljoy, of Droiy Lane, had rapidly become 
a noted person — if not for her talent at least for 
her attractions. And from the instant that he had 
heard of the identity of the future Lady Wrothi 
he had jamped to the opinion which Holroyd had 
candidly imparted to him a few minutes before in 
the Street ''A put-up job, mark me, sir, mark 
me. Martindale and I saw Wroth tipping her the 
wink when it came to the point By the lord, 
if I shonld ever be forced to marry at a day's 
notice, I hope my fate will wear as allniing a litüe 
mnzzlel " 

Tme, the lawyer had jnst received from his dient 
explanations and instnictions somewhat incompatible 
with this view. But Lord Wroth's eccentricity was 
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becomiiig nystematic. And Mr. Minclim was still 
too angry with him, not to be inclined to place the 
worat oonstruction npon bis motives. 

The lawyer had passed a sleepless night. While 
his pride bade him carry out bis threat and abandon 
the yoting man to his fate, every instinct in his legal 
being, a kind of professional passion, and a natural 
tenacity of purpose, rebelled against being beaten in 
a case the gaining of which mnst prove so profitable 
alike to cUent and firm. At first, indeed, he wonld 
not admit to himself that it was for any other pnrpose 
than a kind of mental relaxation doring the long 
hoors of vigil that he had begun to examine the 
varioos manners in which the license difficulty coüld 
be snnnonnted, and a legal maniage accomplished in 
spite of its appaient impossibility. Though a man of 
the ntmost rectitude, no lawyer in the land had made 
a deepcr study of the ways in which the spirit of laws 
conld be evaded whilst their letter was accomplished. 
In tbis case, however, there was bat one loophole ; and 
to get throngh it wonld mean a tight sqneeze, involving 
the loss of certain rags and shreds of integrity, nay, 
tha possible loss to himself of that good cloak of 
repntation which he had wom so hononrably all these 
years. 

Yet the more Mr. Minchin dallied with this mental 
exercise, the more irresistible its fascination became. 
He conld never have told the ezact moment when his 
resolntion to take the risk was formed. Yet when the 
dawn broke, he was not only resolved, but filled with 
an odd sort of eagemess for, almost enthnsiasm in, bis 
questionable scheme. 

He conld hardly wait for a seasonable hour to ride 
into Tunbridge Wells, to select a clergyman suitable 
to bis plans. His mad cUent's last words had been : 
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*' It's your business, MinGhin, to make it legal — tbat^s 
"where you come in." 

Mr. Minchin was determiaed to do his business. 
Lord Wroth's marriage was apparently going to be as 
disreputable as the rest of bis proceedings. It migbt, 
probably wonld, lead to trouble hereafter, bat bis 
lawyer woald see that it was binding. As to its 
consequences, in other legal directions, if unpleasant 
consequences tbere shoold be— why, it would be bis 
lordsbip's business to bear witb them. As be gazed 
upon tiie notorious person wbom it bad pleased Lord 
Wrotb to select, in tbe most notorious manner con* 
ceivable, the thought arose that, no doubt, the madcap 
bad had after all some method in bis madness, and 
bad chosen this singular bride in so sitigular a 
manner with some plan of present enjoyment and 
future freedom. And he rejoiced grunly in the know- 
ledge of the solidity of the bond he was prepaiing 
for them. 

He now took deUberate stock of the lad/s fineiy, 
her farce of grand deportment, of beauty retiringly 
veiled^ and the sharp smile sketched itself on bis 
Ups. Mr. Minchin had bis vicaiious ezperience of 
the World ; he knew that attitude of dignified reserve 
in which, when your lady of pleasure chooses to 
assume it, she will outmatron any matron, Boman or 
British. 

'' Were I to beg her to lift her veil," he sneered 
to hims^, '^she'd be capable of raising a cry of 
«Unhand me, villain!' in the best tragic manner. 
Well, Tm sure my young man deserves no betten 
Yet, if time were not so short. . • . Madam/' he b^an 
aloud, in bis driest tone, '^ I presume I am coirect in 
understanding that you have been prepared for my 
errand — ^in short timt you have agreed to many 
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Lord Wroth in sach exceptional oircamstaiioes this 
moming." 

Again the slow inclination of the head. 

'^ For reasons/' he went on, " whioh, no doubt, bis 
lordahip will afterwards ezplain to jon, Lord Wroth 
defidres his marriage to take place not later than to- 
day. In this very peculiar Situation there are matters 
of paiamonnt importanoe to attend to in a ver j short 
time, and therefore my interview with you must be as 
brief as possible/^ 

The plumes here remained perfeoüy steady. With 
a jerk of the Shoulders the lawyer proceeded somewhat 
tartly: 

** The name of Beljoy, madam> I take it, is assumed 
•—an assumption most usual for stage purposes. Your 
real name is ? " 

'' Juliana Mordante Belgiojoso." 

It was a low deliberate voice that dropped the three 
words from beneath the veiL The lawyer's grey eye- 
browB were elevated. 

«' Would you kindly spell it ? Thanks. Ah, I see 
now the connection : Belgiojoso, Beljoy. But the name 
is foreign." He was writing rapidly in his notebook. 
« Domicüe 1 " 

" Formerly of Italy ; now of no fized aboda** 

Mr. Miuchin hesitated a moment. But it was 
scarce his mission at such a junctuie to create 
difficulties« Time pressed. It was not the moment to 
investigate. He passed on rapidly. 

^'Spinster, of course/' he said, his pencil poised, 
sure of the answer. 

" Widow.** 

Mr. Minchin started. He glanced sharply at her : 
his face became corrugated into Unes of frowning 
perplexityt Before the legal mind, vistas of hoirid 
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posflibilities spread theinselyes. A hiuband ?— these 
ladiea had ways of buiying thdr impediments« And 
these impediments had a way of rising from their 
graves whenever it was profitable to do so. The case 
was common, common to monotony ; but in connection 
with himself^ with the fortunes of Wtoth, bigamy, 
scandal, annulment — ^his hair bristJed. His sool 
moaned for the secnrity of honest Mary Campbell, and 
for the hondredth time he anathematised the insensate 
folly that had rejected her. 

^ Married, madam ? *' he qu^ed stemly« 

" Widowed," said the steady voice. 

The words somehow carried conviction ; there was 
not a tremor among the black and white feathers, 
not a twitch of the folded hands. For the fiist 
time he feit a sudden absurd temptation, instantly 
repressed, to snatch away the veiL What would the 
face be like of one who had such a voice and such 
hands ? ** ' Pon my soul/' he cried to himself im- 
patienüy, '' that's a confoundedly daDgerous woman— 
^ Alluring little mnzzle/ indeed l-«^How these pappies 
talk!" 

If his impression counted for anything, incomplete 
as it was, the f uture Lady Wroth was none of yonr 
pretty fools, but a deep, designing wcnnan 1 One too 
clever to place herseif at variance with the law. Well, 
his responsibility ended with the marziage. He pro- 
ceeded huniedly : 

'* With regard to settlemmts, I think you will havo 
no cause for complaint. Lord Wroth intenda to allow 
you for lifo two thousand pounds a yeaz^— wludi will 
be paid quarterly in advance. This will be settled on 
you by deed. He wishes me to inform you that he 
attaches no condition to this handsome setü^nent save 
one^ which no doubt will be as agreeable to yourself as 
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to him, • • ^ thoQgh it is somewhat unusnal in a 
matrimonial contract. It is this : that 70a respeot hia 
libertjr of action as oompletely as he will respect yours. 
You are to consider yourself absolutely free to puMue 
yonr profescdon, to choose yonr residencOy so long as 
it is not within twenty miles of bis own. In foct 
your ezistences are to separate absolutely after the 
ceremony. This condition he has instructed me to 
make unmistakably dear to yon. I need not poiat 
out, madam, that sentiment conld not enter into 
an alliance contracted in such exceptional drcum- 
stances." 

The plomes bent very low. 

The door oreaked snddenly. The lawyer shot an 
nneasy look over bis Shoulder, and waited a moment 
But their privacy remained imdisturbed. 

** The ceremony takes place/' he resumed, '' at St. 
Tbomas's at a quarter before noon. May I request you 
to be there in good time ? " 

" I will be there/' said JuUana. 

The lawyer paused and hemmed. He began to tap 
the table with a dry finger. If it could be said that 
Mr. Minebin was ever embarrassed, it wa^ on this 
occasion. He was determined to keep secret the real 
oause of Lord Wroth's hasty marriage from the person 
diiefly conoemed until its conditions had been 
inevocably accepted. It would have been tuming the 
cat into the dairyl God knows what extortionate 
baigain the woman might exact» could she guess the 
fortune that was at stake. Nevertheless, to oonceal bis 
own anziety for the immediate tying of the knot» to 
explain the subterfuge that would be necessary to make 
valid the licenaey was no easy task* 

''You have some previous acquaintanoe with bis 
kndship ? " he began tentatively. 



144 WROTH 

There was the faintest inclination. It aeemed to 
mark the degree of aoquaintanceship. 

" You are aware at least that he iB of an ecoentric 
dkposition ? " 

Her head remained steady. 

"At any rate, madam/' said the lawyer petdahly, 
" you have seen an example of his lordship's humour 
to-day. It is his pleasure to conduct the seiious 
bnsiness of life upon the lines of schoolboy fix>lia 
When, a fortnight ago, I received his instmotions to 
obtain a marriage lioense" — ^never was the lawyer's 
voice more assored» never his eye more steady, than 
upon the utterance of this stupendous lie — "he ap- 
parently had fixed his choioe upon another lady, for 
the name> he told me, was that of ah — ^Maiy Camp- 
beU " 

He drew the license from his pocket and spread it 
on the table. 

" It may he" he pursued, " that the lady in question 
has failed in her promise, and that Lord Wroth wishes 
to show — ^wishes to— — " he began to grow confused, his 
unusual buist of romantio inspiration began to fail him. 
" At any rate " — ^his finger drummed — " he has set hiB 
heart on being wed to-day. Nothing can restrain him 
from his determination. And to ensuie the legality of 
the ceremony, indeed to ensure the ceremony taking 
place at all, it will be necessary for you to consent to 
sign the legister under the name of Mary GampbelL 
Are you attending to me, madam ? " he cried sharply. 
" This is a delicate, a serious matter, one in which the 
consequences of the sUghtest misunderstanding would 
be deplorabla" 

Juliana, her fingers suddenly compressed in their 
clasp, had been Struck to the heart by a new doubt 
Was it possible — was this the ezplanation? Had 
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Wioth given his heart^ and wu thia a lo?6i^a firenaed 
revenge— then, what was ahe doisg hexe ? 

Ib. Minohin'a next worda flusg a qaick light upon 
her road again. 

'' You will have to dedde, madam, aa tiine ia presa- 
ing. Your acnplea may be praisewortliy, but miaplaoed 
at ihis junctme» May I lemind you agam ihat, Lord 
Wroth being reaolved that the marriage ahall take 
place to-day, it will be eaay for bim to find somecme 
lesa scmp^ous. You underatand/' he tapped the 
licenae once more, " that in spite of this appdarance of 
a deception aa to the name, this mazriage will remain 
aa binding aa law and Ohtupch can make it ? I will 
quote for yonr complete aatiafaction the maxim of 
Engliah law conceming the marriage contiact which 
haa a special beaiing on the point — Cansenna, non eon* 
oubUus^ fcLGU mcUrimonium, which means that it is the 
consent of the parties which makes the marriage. I 
will request yonr attention for a minute or two more. 
It is most important that you shonld und^Btand very 
clearly that this qnestion of license is one which only 
affects the dergyman — ^it coyerSy in a meaanre, bis 
zesponaibility. Conceming the parties themselves — 
if a man and a woman, neither haying any impediment 
(such, for instancOy as a living hnsband or wife), agree» 
before a xecognised minister in holy Orders, to espouse 
each other, that man and that woman are legally, irre* 
▼ocably married. The civil contractu per veHta dd 
preserUi (aa we say), is complete ; and the religious 
ceremony, whatever irregularity may subsequently be 
discovered and . • . censnred, is fnlly binding. No 
matter therefore nnder what name— or names — ^you 
and Lord Wroth ohose to esponse each other before the 
altar, so long as you and he are agreed so to take each 
other nothing can inyalidate the l^ality of the nnion« 
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The onlj peraon who might incor some sabaequent 
unpleasantBess, hereafter, would be the deigyman. 
But» ah 1 *' — Mr. Minehin waived the ünmaterial detail, 
with a wave of two giej fingen. *'For yooraelt 
madam, you do bat employ a. Bubterfoge which the 
dicomstances render neoesaary. Bat dor not Sorget to 
anawer to the name of Mary/' 

^'I will do it|" Said Joliana suddenly, She rose 
from her aeat. It waa a movement of determined 
acceptance. 

" Time presaea/' repeated the lawyer, greedily pnr- 
atiing hia auoceas. '' The ceremony is fixed for a quarter 
to twelve— it ia time we ahould be on the way." Hia 
hand shook a little with auppreased excitemeat ^ If 
you will make uae of my chaiae, which ia at the door, 
and aocept of my eacort, I ahall be honoored. The 
townafolk are aomewhat excited> you might be in- 
convenienced.^' 

Juliana moved acquieacingly towards the door ; and 
Mr. Minchin found himaelf, to hia own aubaequent 
aatonishment, aaaiwting her to hia carriage with aa muoh 
deference aa ever he ahowed the moat reapectable 
dowager among hia clienta. Triumph was mountii^( 
ever higher in him. Not only had he rounded the 
awkward oomer with perfect aucceea; but by thia 
brilliant capture he waa preventing the bride from 
holding communication with any one but himaelf, and 
80 providing agaiost her receiving any inopportune 
infonnation. 

Ab he took hia aeat by her aide, however, he waa 
oonadoua of a moat unuaual aenaation : that of being 
baffled. All hia preoonoeived ideaa of the olaaa to 
which he had no doubt bis oompanion belonged gave 
way before the impreaaion^ incomplete as it waa, of her 
peraonality. He waa haunted by thoae still, daaped 
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hands, lYorj, beautif td ; by the edho of her voice. The 
ihonght lOse again that here was a lemarkable woman, 
a daDgeroos, deep, dark character, or he was gieatlj 
mistakeiL Well, with the saving of Wroth's fortone 
hi3 task was eaded I 



CHAPTER XI 

Thxrb was no such eager crowd in the streets as Mr. 
Minchin had anticipated. The hoofist townsfolk Üiat 
had assembled to applaud the latest piank of the mad 
loid of Hurley Burley were not to be taken in bj any 
Statement of the burlesque placaid No one had ever 
heard of anybody being married in that way. It was 
onlj his lordship's joke on the town and on the sillj 
women who had made such a spectacle of themadves. 
The Community, moieover, was beginning to have some- 
what of a surfeit of Lord Wioth's pleasantries. The 
idlerSy therefoie, hung about the b(BU% drinking and 
applauding themselyes for seeing through the hoax. 
Busy people went to their business and gave the 
dis(mditable matter little f urther thought. The streets 
were.quiet. 

Th^ diBtant ohurch of St. Th<»na8 was empty» 
save for Lord Wroth and his three fdends, when 
Juliana and Mr. Minchin arrived. In the porch 
Mr. Minchin halted a second in his jerking hurried 
gait 

''Have you anybody to give you away f " he asked 
of Juliana.—" Shall I undertake the office ? '' 

To anyone less absorbed in her own thought, the 
disinterested attomey must have aeemed vastly in- 
terested in facilitating that ceremony whioh> acoording 
to his own assertion, was a mere fireak. Bat the bride 
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aocepted withoat appeariog to noüce anythiog aingulai 
in his eagomesB. 

" If yoQ will be so kind/' she murmured. 

Subfleqnently, Mr. Minchin recalied his share in 
the evBnfs of the moming as a man recalls ihe irre- 
sponsible deeds of a dream. He gave her hia arm 
and thus they came np the nava Had ever legal 
responaibility taken a stranger part in a questionable 
enterprise? 

It was a little, bare, yellow chnrch ; bnt the snn- 
shine was stiildng in through the white-paned Windows» 
and brought a faint warmth abont Juliana's heart. 
The clergyman was a heavy-boed, inert-looking man, 
with a bewüdered, doubtful expression of conntenance. 
He was constantly jogged by a bright, pert clerk 
upon the details of the ceremony over which he 
seemed mclined to pause as if to ponder npon its 
advisability. 

Mr. Scaife and Sir Thomas Holroyd conversed care- 
lessly, with scaice a lowering of the voice. Martindale 
held himself sulkily apart. Wroth himself — ^his natoial 
pallor startlingly acoentoated — ^booted and mud-stained, 
stood at the altar-step with an air of fierce, resentfal 
recklessness that wonld have better soited a highway- 
man at Tybum, with all his eneigies bent npon dying 
game. 

The bride silently took her place and awaited her 
moment with that sphinx-like air of repose to whioh 
the heavy folds of her impenetrable white laoe added 
mystery. Mr. Minchin feil back, his nervous band 
jingling the seals at his fob. 

** 1, George Conrad, take theo, Mary, to my wedded 
wife, to have and to hold • • • for richer for poorer • • • 
tili death ns do part." 
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That Yoice, vhich Juliana had heard vefled to the 
most exquisite tendemess, resonnded harsh, sayage; 
the vow came almoBt like a cursa 

** I, Mary, take thee, George Conrad " 

She, dreading lest her first-spoken word to him 
wonld be her betrayal, breathed the bidden promise in 
a mere whispen Bat there was a fantastic sort of 
sweetness for her even abont that momentl She 
was glad that here, at least, there was none of the 
planned subterfnge or deceit — the name was her 
own, as mach as Jaliana, thank GU)dI — and she 
meant every syllable of the beaatifal and sacred 
bargain. 

Mr. Minchin, ander the stress of his moltifarioas 
anxietieSy had omitted to think of a detail osaally 
attended to by the bridegroom himself. There was a 
moment's awkward pause. Where was the ring? 
Martindale, the best man, sarveyed the difficulty with 
sneering satisfaction« 

"The ring, my lord/' whispered the man of busi- 
Hess. "Any ring will serve. Your lordship's own 
signef 

He laid agitated fingers on Wroth's band to loosen 
the trinket. Impatiently the brid^:room thrust him 
back, drew the ring himseU, and with disdainful touoh 
completed the ceremony. 

The drclet hang as loosely on JuUana's finger as 
the Union it symbolised in the brid^room's purpose. 
The deed was accomplished ; the man and the woman 
were husband and wifa 

Juliana found iierself being led to the Testry in 
correct fashion ; but, once across the threshold, Wrotii 
dropped bis arm fiom her toudi, and strode to the table 
as if she had not ezisted. It hardly needed a glance 
at his face to make her aware of the mood which had 
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liold of him. A fuiy, the more fiävage tiiat it was 
damb, seemed to fiU the yery air that surromided him« 
It witheied the constrained congratidation on the 
etergyman's Ups; it deepened the anxiety wrinkliiig 
Mr. Minchin's brow and hovering in his TeaÜeaa 
glanoe. It damped the hilarit7 of the two livelj 
finends. Befare it, Martindale's soUenness faded into 
childiflh insignificance. To Jnliana it hrought otrangely 
mingled terror and joy. She was glad tiiiat after his 
horrible light-mindedness of the moming he shonld 
at least feel his own degradation, recoU firom this 
travestj of a most sacred contract, from this voluntaiy 
choice of baseness in lieu of the best that lifo can 
gire. On the oiber hand» here was indeed a man of 
passion so unnüy that he might well sacrifice every- 
thing for vengeance; and if, as the lawyer had 
snggested, vengeance were the trae motive of this 
day's doing, where did her own hopes stand ? Where 
was the foundation stone of that daring palace of 
happiness that in her mind she had bnilt for them 
both? 

Wroth signed the i^gister, dashed the pen from 
bim, flang a look aboat the drole, to end upon her--* 
a look before which her heart stood stilL Then, as 
if the air of the little place sofTocated him, he 
poUed open the side door and plunged into the 
graTsyazd, desolately green in the shadow of the 
ehorch. The wind rushed in npon them, chaiged 
with Chili. Jnliana thought it cairied the breath of 
death. 

The Toice of Mr. Minchin in her ear recalled her 
vanishing coniage : 

"Will yon kindly sign ? Yes, nnder Loid 

Wroth's name, here, if you please." 

He pointed to the place with his left hand^ and 
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pressed tlie qnill ou her with the other. Ab she 
stooped mechanically, he bent over her. 

" Mary CampbelL" The words were breathed into 
her ear, compellinglj, and there was a tremor in the 
faint sound. 

She was not of those who draw back, thoiigh her 
whole being shrank firom the faLsehood. She wrote 
steadily ; then she hesitated a second, and moved by 
an uncontrollable Impulse, set her own name under- 
neath — Mary Juliana Belgiojoso. 

Mr. Minchin made a movement, qoickly restrained, 
drew a sharp breath, and shot an angry glance at her, 
bafSed again by the veiL Nevertheleas, the deed 
was done, and even the exposnre of the tnith coold 
not now invalidate its legality. It was, however» 
none of his pnrpose to see the snspicions of the 
parson further aroosed ; and now, beholding this 
worthy fombling for his glasses and settling them 
on his nose to soryey the newly signed page, be braoed 
himselfl 

"Sir!'' said the dergjrman, straightening himself 
with a jerk ; then, finstered and irate : '' This is a 
Strange bosiness. I have never yet been caUed 
npon,'' he went on, warming in his protest, "to 
join together a couple who have behaved in aus 
manner." 

His eyes rolled from the open door to the rigid 
figure of the deserted biide. 

** And now, this lady 's doaUe signatnre, these two 
names. Only, Mr. Minchin, for your well-known 
chaiacter — even with a special üoense" — ^he tapped 
the dooument on the table— ''I woold have hesi- 
tated " 

" My dear sir," interrapted Mr. Minchin, with some 
eagemess, "did I not teil yoa that the lady is an 
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actreis ? It is perfectl j oonrect ihat she shoold aign 
her real name as well as the acoepted name b j which 
ahe is known to the World. Belgiojoao— Beljoy. You 
will xemember the lad/s stage name is Beljoy/' 
He hoiried away from the delicate snbject. ''^d 
you aie fiirther acquainted, my dear oir, with Lord 
Wroth's pectdiaritiea." He lowered hia voice. *' Ton 
ate no stranger here. We touched apon the matter 
thifl yery moming— my reaponaibility as his legal 
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^'My responsibility, sir ! " broke in, in hia tnm, the 
diasatiflfied divine. '* Thia ia a moBt untowaid affidr, 
my reaponaibility " 

'* Is completely oovered, I assnre y on« The license 
is in Order, and so are the signatores. Fortunately» 
my dear sir/' prooeeded Mr. Minchin soavely« " neither 
of ns haa toanswer for the oonsequences of an eooentrio 
young man*s method of condacting his matrimonial 
▼entnre, Madam/' he tomed to the bride» '' will yonr 
ladyship onoe more aocept of my escort ? Lord Wroth, 
no doubt, awaits ns ontside." 

The Beverend Charles Jones beckoned np his 
shaip Clerk firom the churoh with a portentoua wag 
of his fordfinger; and» as Mr. Minehin led Joliana 
hnrriedly firom the vestry into the grareyard, both 
coold be aeen poring together orer register and 
lieense. 

Mr. Minchin drew ont a yellow ailk handkerohief 
and mopped his brow. 

Wroth was standing, with his back to the chnrch, 
staxing at a grey tombstone. Sir Thomas and 
Martindale had disappeared. Mr. Scaife alone stood 
beeide him» and broke ofl^ in the midst of some 
langhing phrase^ to glanoe oyer his nbovJäag at the 
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approaching pair. He took off hia hat with an 
inuneDfle flouiislu 

** A thonsand congratalatioiis to yonr ladysliip." 

The lawjer, tightening his ana OTer Juliana's hand» 
pressed her forwaid. 

^'My lord/' ha said, in a low peremptoiy voioe» 
*^jon mnst now take Lady Wroth with yon in the 
Chaise/' And, as the faridegroom stepped back with 
a livid frown, he added: ^For heaven'a sake, my 
lord, don't spoil all now. The parson is already 
much annoyed — ^indeed, alanned. And I wamed 
yonr lordship that a parfcing at the chnich door 
would be contribnting an nnneoeaaary element of 
suspicion/' 

Soaife canght the words, and a sndden eardonio 
aniile spread over his countenance. 

''Nay/' Said he, ^ Wroth has promised na a 
wedding breakfast, Mr. Minchin. Martindale and 
Tom Hoboyd have gone ahead of ns to set the 
matter going. Now this lascal Wroth ia all for 
ratting away to London. We've told him a baigain'a 
a baigain« My lady, FIl not be done ont of dzinking 
yonr healtlu" 

The leer with which he accompanied these worda 
was lost npon the supposititions Beljoy, impassive- 
looking as ever, nnder her veiL 

«<Damn yon I '' said Wroth in a deadly level Toioe 
to the attomey. ** And damn yon ! '* he went an 
in the same tone, tnming npon Scaife. Then he 
took a Step forwaid, and made a üaint inclination 
towarda Jnliana. " The parting," he said» '* the pait- 
ing, then, my lady, will not be at the c^nich door. 
I crave yonr Company at break£A8t at the Crown 
HoteL" 

He was tnroing on hia heel when Mr. Miwa^w put 
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out his hand and arrested himu As Wroth shook off 
the tonohy bis concentrated ezasperation broke forth in 
Utiiig nndertone : 

^ Old Satan, you'ye led me &r enongh. 111 go yonr 
waj no more I Qad, man, yon've tied the xope lonnd 
my neck I *' He thrnst two fingen inaide bis stook aa 
if to looeen 8ome constiicting knot. " TU not be ahnt 
vp in yonr cbaiBe theie with tbat woman for all tbe 
money in tbe Bank of England. Tm strangling aa 
itial" 

He flung himself away from the lawyer^s Yain 
IHX)te8t, set off running over the graves as one 
bunted, and was gone. Mr. Minebin wiped bis 
forebead, and onoe more resigned himself to play the 
sqnire. 

Jnliana took seat in tbe chaise, as silently as her 
companion. It was only wben tbe old vebicle bad 
moved some distance, witb many a creak and rattle, 
that she spoke : 

** I deaire to be set down at tbe lodgings wbere yon 
fannd me." 

"Yon will bave to appear at tbe breakfast, I can 
teil you that," asserted Mc. Minchin, witb considerable 
initation. ** Lord, ma'am, bere bave I been working — 
doiDg very qnestionable tbings, I can assnie you, ma'am 
— ^to ensnre the validity of this ceremony, and 'pon my 
sonl, there are you and my loid doing yonr best to 
npset tbe apple-cart I " 

'' Ob, I will be there I " said Jnliana. Tbe feast, it 
seemed, was to be at her own botel. Well, she wonld 
be theca Wbat was done conld not be nndone ; she 
mnst cany her part throngb, altbough a beding of 
nnbappy end weighed beavily npon her« 

^^Ma'am," said the attorney, wboae paüence bad 
giTon mLj with eqnal snddenness and completenees, 
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«'you may pleaae yourself. As for me, 111 have a bit 
of diimer in quiet Tve done my wark. I wash my 
hands of the rest, ma'am, I wash my hands of theiestl" 

Mr. Scaif e, left alcme in the chnichyard, looked after 
the retreating ohaise with humorotis astoniahment. He 
^wagged hifl head and gare an inwatd chuckle of ex- 
oeeding gusto. 

*' Qad| of all the amaring marriages 1 Bridegroom 
mad« Bride tied np like a mummy — as ailent aa one, 
anyhow. What caxd has the Beljoy minx got np her 
aleeve, with her aiis of myatery ? " 

Had Mr. Scaife watched the new Lady Wroth enter 
the door of Mr. Wood'a lodging, yeiled, just as she had 
left it, and as slow pacing ; had he, lingeriDg on the 
payement, been f orther a witness of thJb reappearance, 
ten minntes later, of the fair Peggy Beljoy, coqnettishly 
attirad in dove-eolouied silks, shot with changing tones, 
her bright face expoeed to the gaze of all manMnd, 
beneath a little turban of blne that threw the oolonr of 
her hair in high relief ; had he seen her step forth, 
challenging the very parement with the beat of her 
conqnering foot, and set her way for the Crown Hotel« 
Mr. Soaife woold oertainly have found stnff for wider 
astoniahment 

When Jnliana re-entered the actress's apartments, 
ahe found her in her bedroom, deeply engaged in teilet 
preparationa. The girl tumed upon her a countenanoe 
in whioh satiafaotion and reaentment were oddly 
blended. 

^'Well,'' she cried mockingly, ''ia your swindle 
auooessful? And what did he say when he saw it 
waan't me ? " 

Juliana laid the bozrowad hat npon the bed and 
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dirested henelf of the gay pelisae. Then ehe f aced her 
foBter-mster. 

** He knows nothing yet/' ehe «dd calmly. 

''What?" cried Peggy, with an eldritch laugh. 
'' Never laised yoor veil ? Never a kies for yoo^ yon 
hie bride — not even an attempt to laise her veil 1 You 
have secored an atdent hridegroom, my lady 1 " 

'' Have I not juet seid, Peggy/' seid Juliane^ '' äiat 
Lord Wroth believes he has mairied yon ? " 

AcroBS Pegg/s conntenanee anger ewept lüce a 
wave, to be sncceeded by an insolent gaiety. 

^' Ton my eonl/' ehe oried, '' if he had married me, 
foeter^edster, I'd have found the way to make him want 
to eee my faoe before we had been a minnte together in 
the chaise-— aye> in spite of all his precions baigains. 
Ob/' shaking Mr. Minohin's card, "I heard that old 
devil explaining the conditions — I'd have fonnd the 
way!" 

" I did not diive here with Lord Wroth/* 

Again P^ggy shrieked with mirth. Jnliana pro- 
oeeded, the shadow of a flosh npon her face, still 
quietly: 

''Where is my veQ and my cloak? I must get 
back to my hoteL" 

Peggy fastened a farooch with elaborate oare nnder 
her round, pert chin ; and, without removing her eyes 
from a satisfied oontemplation of henelf in the little 
mirror, remarked casnally : 

'' Oonldn't we go together ? " 

Juliana frowned. 

*' Go together ? " 

''I'm bidden to yonr wedding feaat, my Lady 
Wroth/' 

''Peggy/' cried the otiier, "jou did not betray 
mel" 
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Here Veggf vheeled lonnd and measored Joliana 
with fiiriouB ejes. 

" You know I dared not betray jon I '* ehe cried. 
''Didn't you hold me by the very fear of death tili 
you'd played your triok? Bat Tm free of you now, 
thank heaven, thank heavenl" She stamped her 
sandalled foot. *'Tye done with my oath« Tm free 
to go my own way now without you." She broke into 
laughter in the midst of her anger. Her eyes began to 
daiM». ^ Fm going to have eome pleasure out of thia 
after alL I'm going to your wedding breakfast» my 
lady. Ho, you don't know all the news! There's 
been a mad fiiend of your mad biidegroom going round 
with the bellman and calling all the diaoonaolates, the 
would-be Lady Wrotha, to dry their teais and come to 
the feast So I dried my tears« and Fm going. And 
now, sinoe his lordship does not know yet whom he's 
married, there xnay be even more of a game than I 
thought. Shall we burst upon him arm-in^arm, my 
dear, and teil him to piök out his wife ? " 

"Peggyl" 

AU the paasion of her southem Uood, all the pride 
of her womanhood, was in Juliana's ciy. It was a 
command and a forbidding. But the actreas took a 
danoing Step and snapped her fingers. 

** Your Jurisdiction is over.** 

" Go, then I " said Juliana. 

And humming the song that had last taken town 
by stonn, it was then Miss Beljoy sallied out into the 
stieet — a gay little craft, with all sail spread, deck 
deared for action, eager f or the fray. 

Juliana remained Standing, absorbed in thought» 
long after the patter of Miss Bdjoy's sandals and the 
rustle of her silks had fietded firom the stairs ; then, witii 
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a long sigh« at last she roased kerself and took up the 
black gannent onoe more. 

'' What omens ! '' ahe thonght» as ahe drew the folds 
abont her^ "beginning with the paasage through the 
graves, upon my wedding morning 1 What will oome 
of ajl thia for me~for him ? " 



CHAPTER XII 

Sir Thomas Holbotb retumed in high feather from hia 
self-imposed task of town-crier to superintend the pre- 
paratdon of the wedding breakfast. The joke had been 
to him, thus far, nndiluted in ita homonr ; and it woold 
not be hifl ÜEtult if it did not end on the higheet note of 
hilarity. The bridegroom's sarage temper, Martindale's 
dudgeoni were bnt spiee added to the saroor of the diah ; 
and the froitlessnesa of his own recent piank seemed 
nearly as comic as success. 

^ Gad, Scaife/' he cxied, flinging himaelf into a chair 
and running his eye down the laden table with its ten 
seats, " if s the licheet thing 1 The ladies won't come^ 
ecod t The fat widow waddled at me with a besom out 
of a hard wäre shop 1 Ton hononr — a hardwaie shop ! — 
She's had enough of onr games, she swears. 6ad ! she'd 
have beaten me for Wroth, only she's too fat, she 
couldn't run 1 As for the countr^ wench, I met her 
being carted home by a round fSAimer like a calf to the 
butcher. She was whimpering, and the fellow had her 
by the ear. ' Breaküetst ? ' he says, as I stopped his 
cart to deliver my polite invitation, ' Vü break your 
ÜBustl' He clubbed his whip— I had to take to my 
heels again. EcodI what a set of a^irants, what a 
testimony to Wroth's attiaction ! *' 

** Then we may take it that two will fail at least 1 " 
Said Scaife the methodical, with a glance at the chairs. 

160 
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'<Two 7 Ton may take it iheyll all faiL As for 
ilie blaok diunmy — ^bailiff, or ghost of old crime, or 
wbatever it was — ^tbere was no sign of her about The 
old maid might baye come, TU swear — she was mino- 
ing np and down tbe Pantiles, but she's too damned 
genteel, and 'Eie, sir/ she sajs, shaking her ciirls 
at me, as I went np to her with my best bow, ' 111 
not beliere jon, sir/ she says. *Ix>rd Wroth Is a 
peifect genüeman, and it wonld never be bis purpose 
to tatmt iU-fortune.' Yet her eyes were eager» poor 
old tabby 1 " 

** By George ! What a Bo-peep/* said Scaife, with 
bis satumine chuckle. 

<<Wby don't yon foUow her up and do the p^ep- 
ingl" cried Sir Thomas, and exploded at bis own 
wit. 

^' Whj, Üxexx, who is left 7 Oypiian young lady 7'* 

" Cyprian I Cyprian's OTercome. She's toasted the 
bridal pair already. I saw her in the arms of the 
eonstabla" 

** Tut, tat — ^and he the gnardian of moiality at the 
Wells!" 

''In short> onr breakfiist will be the primest thing 
in dismals/' Sir Thomas broke forth again. " A row of 
empty chaars. And, gadi look at Martindale's face 
there! Cheer up, man, you should bloss the stars 
instead of cnrsing them/' 

Martindale roUed bis blue eyes arrogantly npon the 
vduble Speaker. 

" Speak piain, Tom." 

''Why, dash my buttona, you've only had up to 
this an easy oonquest with a little comedy actress, 
but now youll have a devil of a fine game with 
my Lady Wroth! Pah! Is there no spirit in you, 
man7" 
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A gleam cameinto tbe Und ejes4 

** Tom/' Said Martdndale, after a miudiig BgeH, ** Tom, 
now and again (by accident) you ahow a amattering of 
aense." 

He tilted back bis head and laugbed. Sir lliomaa 
rose and slapped bim on tbe back. 

'*So long as Wroth gives yon tbe chanoe of a 
litüe Sport, eh? Wbat do you bot he cuts tbe 
vbole conoem and never tums np at all? He had 
a devil of a vild look, steeple-cbasing over tbe graves 
ont tbere." 

^'Tben I vote we toss for first start in tbe consolation 
stakes/' put in tbe solemn voice of Mr. Scaife. 

'' Scaife/' letorted Martindale» in a sudden blaze^ 
'^IVe tbe prior daimi 111 have no tossing and no 
interferenca" 

Tbe two young men faced eacb otber tbreateningly, 
wbile Hokoyd sbiieked witb laugbter. Here it was 
that Wroth bimself dasbed into tbe roonu 

''Wbat a confounded ugly noise, Tom/' he med 
initably. ''Hang it, wbat a monstrous table I And 
pah I wbat a smell of meat I Get me a glass of 
Champagne, Martindale, tbere's a good lad. Well, wbat 
tbe devil — ^wbere are tbe otber fools? Wben is tbia 
confounded breakfast going to begin? TU keep my 
Word, of oourse, but lef s have it over, for God's sake 1 
Wbere's my faride? Aha, bang itl wbere's my Lady 
Wroth!" 

There was a rustle of silk in tbe passage. The 
astounded waiter of tbe Crown knocked at tbe half- 
opendoor. 

'* Pon't announce me," said a bij^-pitebed voioe. 

*' Talk of an angeV said Holroyd, witb bis laugh. 

*" Talk of äie devil," muttered Martindale. 

''May I enter ?" cbanted Feggy from the tbr^^ahold^ 
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A yiflian of dove colour and iridesoent aheen, of led 
cheeks and ünpndent Ups, of oopper oorls and ehalleng* 
üig eyes« 

'' Gome in . . • Lady Wiothl" said the bridegroom, 
in a low tone. 

He bowed profonndly, looked at her doirly from 
head to foot, and then eztended hia hand. As she laid 
heFB in it she was stnick by its icy touch and the 
tremor that ran throngh it And she cried in her 
yainheart: 

'' He thinks me bis wife, he has already saccnmbed. 
I shonld have had trimnph, trinmph I ** 

Then into the eager, foolish brain shot the thonght, 
gready daring: ''Play the game while it lasts, Peggy, 
my girl 1 " 

'' Is yonr lordship quite sture that I am now Lady 
Wroth ? " she asked, melUflaonsly. 

"As snre as I am of damnation/^ said Wroth 
between his teeth, droppiog hia hand from h«*s as she 
sank, with the trained actreas' deliberation, into the 
chair he indicated. 

''It all seems so stränge, you know/' said she 
innocently, with the thiill in her voioe which she 
deemed so effective. 

" BeUeve it, my fair bride, oh, believe it 1 '' xetorted 
he. "Faith is a fine virtae, and, by the Lord, it is 
bome in on me that yonr ladyship will want it on the 
sabject of maniage with my unworthy seif. Bnt/' he 
bared his teeth in an unmirthful langh, " Mr. Minchin 
is Warrant for the actoality of onr nnion. And that 
should be monstrons consoling — were yoa tempted to 
donbt it, my lady. Martindale» take the other aide of 
. . • Lady Wrotk What the deyil, aie we nerer to 
havethis bieakfast t YHiere is the wine, where are the 
servanta 1 Tom, yoa always were an incapable aas with 
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your giggliBg — and, confusion, man I what do y ou mean 
by that row of empty chairs t '' 

" The fact ia, Geoige, yonr wedding feast ia not 
popnlar, at the Wells," cried Tom, hanging on to the 
bell-rope. '' No, it'a not popnlar, that's flat ! Nene of 
the other pretty ones of this moming will come 
toit" 

^^I oiave ten thonsand pardona, my dear," said 
Wroih, tnining upon Peggy; "yon see, it is not my 
fault, if I have failed, after all, to secore suitable guests 
to honoor you." 

'' So long as you have each other," drawled Scaife 
across the table. 

''So long as we have each other !" repeated Wzoth, 
with ironic emphasis. 

P^ggy could take amusement out of a sitoation in 
which she was playing not the part of dupe but that of 
deoeiver. Her fall Ups parted upon a sudden spon- 
taneous laugh, curiously in contrast with her previous 
artifidality. P^gy Vaughan had the voioe and laugh 
of a düld, when she foigot to be Miss Beljoy, of Dnuy 
Lane. 

Martindale flushed to the roots c^ his hair. 

"The dog is insulting you," he whispered in 
her ear, "say but the word, and 111 call him out^ 

Peg." 

The girFs astute green eyes moved critically from 
her lover to her supposed husband, and back again. 
The aspirations of Miss Beljoy were no longer those of 
P^ggy Yai^han. Martindale was a nice boy; quite 
amusing when nobody better was to be had ; suf&dently 
in the fashion also to form a very respectable stop-gap. 
But this other, with his livid handsome face, with the 
glittering aversion in his eyes, with his ruddy hair, 
clustering round his head after a fashion that appealed 
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even to her Ignorant taste ; this man, with scom and 
anger conoentrated in every movement, with his 
eccentricity, his evil repute, his insolent treatment 
of women, was a man — a man, she thought, worth 
striving for, worth winning. The langh died on 
her Ups. 

"Will your lordship give me a little wine/' she 
murmnredy and reaohed her left hand lazily for her 
glass. He glanoed at the fingers that dasped the 
stem. 

" I oongrattOate you upon yonr good sense/' he said^ 
as he tilted the foam into the long goblet. 

" My good sense ? " 

"Your qnick wit, if you prefer thaf 

••Mylord ?" 

''Nay, then/' he flung hhnself impatiently back- 
ward. ''I congratulate myself npon Mr. Minchin's 
ezactitade in canying out my Instructions." 

The oolour flickeied in the hectic bloom of her face. 

**My good sense don't seem to be much nse to me 
here/' she retorted sharply. ''As to my quick wits — 
give my quick wits another chance." 

He tapped her left hand meaningly. She flushed 
again at his touch and looked down. Then she 
understood. 

** Your lordship alludes to my wedding ring ? " she 
Said ooolly enough« yet she trembled a little at the 
ihought of the ooming disclosure. 

'' It hung, in truth, rery loose/' said ha He had 
toBsed down his glassful, and there was more animation 
in his manner, less lassitude, less disgust. 

'' Indeed, my lord/' she said boldly, " loose enough» 
but when your lordship pleases to tighten it^ it shall on 
again.'* 

He gave her a dark look. 
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" Aye," he said, ** wait for that, my lady, waife for 
thatl Or, is it poasible/' puisued he then, bratally» 
*' that the pnnctilioas Minchiii has failed in explidtness ? 
Have you not undentood that we are to set a matri- 
monial fetahion? Nay, I am snie the idea shoold 
appeal to anyone with a grain of originality ; instead 
of the commonplace, everday jpg home together, it is to 
be, you know, each our way, glorioualy £ree. And the 
fmüier from each other, why, the better i Thongh 
twenty miles is yoor limit, by our contractu madam, I 
feel Bure yonr soaring apirit will carry you to much 
vaster distanoea — and I rejoice in the thought/' 

Peggy, her chin on her band, ataxed at him and 
denched her teeth npon the rage that suiged within 
her. Had she been in reality hia wife, how ahe would 
haye paid him out for this I Yet he still beUeyed he 
had maiiied her, and theiefore was the outrage no less 
aimed at her. But ahe knew herseif, knew that Peggy 
in a rage forgot to be Miss Beljoy, that by giving way 
she would lose both looks and manners, and the words 
of gall that rose to her lips were thrust down by an 
effort that almost tumed her sick. She sat silent 

The servants were now moving about them. Holroyd 
and Scaife— the one in bis uproarious fashion, the other 
in bis dry way, were rising to what they conceiyed to 
be the spirit of the Situation by fireakish pantomime to 
empty chairs and ezchange of pleasantries to each 
qther. Martindale, with a bottle before him, was 
working himself to inesistible ardour, waiting for bis 
moment. 

Suddenly, Wroth's laugh rang out again. Eis blaok 
temper was meiging into one of those moods of reckless- 
ness, usually hailed by bis firiends as prelude to bis 
maddest and most diverting folHes. He caught Peggy's 
band: 
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** I vow, withonb ihe xing» it is qnite squeeeable»'* 
heoiiecL 

'^ But yonr lordsMp's fingen are still very cold.** 

^ A pity.my dear, that now, alasl it is never jonr 
fair band wül warm them I " 

^' Does yoor lordship indeed find no waimth in it ? '' 

He withdrew his toncb with a jerk. 

" If I did," he said, " it would be bell. Zonnds, are 
you not my wife ? " 

''A toast, a toasti'' cried Holroyd. "The best 
man xises to piopose the bride : Ladies and gentlemen, 
er ratber« gentlemen, Wrotb woiüd have us believe 
that we all witnessed tbe growtb of tbis romance. If 
tbis be true, I can assert that rarely has marriage 
better snbstantiated tbe poefs saying: 'He never 
loved at all, wbo loved not at first sigbt I * Tbe bride, 
I will make bold to say, indeed — ^women are so clever 1 
— ^mnst bare forestalled tbe event, We may take it, 
genüemen, that she miust bave loved tbe ardent bride- 
groom even before she ever saw bim. Bat, bow 
justified was she I She came, she saw, she conquered I 
« . • May we not prpgnosticate the complete bappiness 
of a wooing that has been so short a-doing ? Gentle« 
men, my brain reels, words fall before tbe glowing 
Vision. Scaife, you dog, stop pulling at my coat-tail. 
If to US, wretched bacbelors, nothing is lef t but envy, 
but despair — bey, Martindale? — ^let us drown these 
miseiable feelings iu the couvivial cup, let us " 

He feil suddenly into his seat, dragged down by 
the united clutcb of Martindale and Scaife. His 
eloquence was smothered in their shouts and laughter. 
But the bridegroom's voice was silent. As the words, 
'' love at first sigbt," Struck bis ear, the cloud of his 
pievious humour descend^d upon bim in visible gloom. 
Andy as now fresh cries that might bave emanated 
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f rom twentj throats instead of Üiree, calied üpon him 
to retom thanks f or the bride, he rose slowly and cast 
a glance aiound him that withered even that Company 
into BÜence, that fiUed Yeggj with a sudden vagae 
terror of the nnknown foroes with which she had set 
heiself 80 inesponaibly to play. 



CHAPTER XIII 

JuuAKA, retuming to the hotel, had passed unnoticed 
to her room and looked herseif in. Solitude had been 
all her desire. She sat wrestling with herseif, now 
atmest tempted to fly from the immeasurable responsi- 
bility she had undertaken, uow rehearaing in what 
words, at what moment she wcrald reveal her identity 
to the new-made hnsband. What if she fotmd that 
from the beginning she had been mistaken, that 
she had based her oonfidence npon the aiiy fabric 
of a dream, that the hoor of their first meeting 
which she had thought the golden epoch of both 
their lives had been to him but the freak of the 
moment — worse still, but the delosion of a scaieely 
sober brain? What if he preferred this Beljoj — 
wanted this Beljoy ? 

Then reason would rise again npon the opposite 
side. Whatever the cause that had plunged hün into 
this eztraordinary union, his attitude at the church had 
been that of one who had a frenzj of distaste for the 
deed he was committing. Moreover, she knew Peggy, 
knew the existence he must lead, were he mated to 
that creature of profaned affections, of evil impulses, 
of most faithless heart — ^he, the man whom she had 
met on the heights, who had not even touched her 
hand. 

Shoats of laughter — the note of a high hilariona 
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voice— echoed to her from the banqnet toom below. 
She ahnddered and hid her face. Flight again seemed 
to beckon to her. The innooent firagranoe and beanty 
of her gaidens at Montemuscoli, the fair white 
silences of the marble-cased rooms of her ilorentine 
abode, seemed to call. She could still leave all this 
da/s foUj behind, like an evil dream, fling herseif 
back into solitude, withdraw from the contamina* 
tion into which she was deliberately about to steep 
herselt 

In spite of the lawyer's asseverations she beliered 
that such a marriage could easily be annulled ahould 
she or Wroth demand it . • . This maniage could be 
annulled I Then a sudden clenching of her hands 
brought the unfamiliar Sensation of the loose, heavj 
ring. She sat staring at it Symbol of a yow moet 
Bolemnly undertaken • « • ''for better for worse, tili 
death do us part . • . T' His signet ring with the 
crest of Wroth — the wolf *8 head erased — and the 
motte, ^^Buthless/* Like a flash of lightning she 
saw her duty, saw what she had taken upon herseif, 
what she must bear. She flung herseif on her knees 
beside the bed and prayed a quick and passionate 
prayer. Then she unbolted the door and called for 
Panton: 

"My purple Telvet cloak — you remember, I told 
you to pack it ? and my scarf ! Bring them 
quickly." 

''My lady!'' stammered poor, fat, bewildered 
Panton, " with your mouming ? " 

" Bring it quiokly/* repeated Juliana« 

She stood waiting, tapping her foot tili the woman 
letumed, flushed from her skirmish in tiie tmnk, 
canying the gannent. 

Joliana olasped the velvet about her. He would 
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XBmember« he mnsb lememto: thua had ehe been 
garbed upon that night of xevelation« MotLoning back 
her maid, ehe went fortih alone into the passage and 
down the stairs« 

Before ehe reaohed the last step a thought 
atruck her; and ehe paused npon its hideous sng^ 
gestion* P^ggy had forestalled her at the feast. 
Her secret was doubtless already betrayed — and how I 
Into what depth of humiliation waa she not bring- 
ing her prond sonl I Bat it was the final weakness : 
she shook it firom her and proceeded to meet fate. 

Two Walters stood ontside the banqnet room, 
one of whom was holding the door slightly open. 
Both the eavesdroppers were grinning. Inside« all 
the noisy clamonr that had penetrated even to 
Juliana npstairs, had now given place to the ring 
of one voice. Wroth was speaking« Eis accents 
resounded, harsh, arrogant in brief sentences that feil 
like the cuts of a whip, each flong out to sting, to 
lash« 

The servantSy abashed, made way and disappeared. 
Juliana pushed the door and halted on the threshold, 
unperceived. Wroth was standing with bis back to 
her, one band on the table ; bis guests sat as if spell- 
bound« each face of Üiem a study in amazement« 

^And so/' the bridegroom was saying, ''I thank 
you all| my good iriends, my dear friends. Miss 
Beljoy — I beg her pardon, my Lady Wroth — has 
graced her röU to-day to the fall as artistically as any 
she has undertaken on the boards of Thespis. I trust 
you noted, gentlemen, the exquisite reserve of a bride 
who did not permit so much as the tip of her chin 
to be visible in those sacred precincts where she 
whispered her tows — and yet it is quite a pretty 
ehin, as you may all see for yourselves^ now. And 
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my Lady Wroth Iias farther shown yon that ahe 
can toss a biimper and crack a joke, and roll an eye 
ymih the best of you, at the fitting honr and place, 
in due season • • • I declare, when I look at her, 
boys, I almost wish I had not married her, for, 
by my soul, there'a something about the minx that 
might have please me • . • were ahe not my wife« 
But a wife t As aoon expect a man to find chann 
in the neat twiat of the halter that is about to hoist 
him aloft— A wifel • • • Maniage I Invention of aome 
aged bags, jealons of youth and beauty, to make a 
sparkling wench as odions and tedions as themselves I 
Who would want to kiss a lip, gentlemen, when dnll 
duty, not a delioate Inspiration, bids? Pah! 'Tis 
yesterday's Champagne I Who wotild want to dasp a 
waiBt diained like a convict's to your aide for life? 
Matiimony — ^the coffin of love I The fairest wonld lie 
in it, for me, as a rotting corpse« Coyer it up I Take 
it awayl Forget itt The fairer she was, the more 
it sickens me to look at her now. Had she been 
dear, she wotdd be ten times hatefnl. Ko woman 
could stand the test; no beauty is strong enough, 
no wit bright enough, no charm sweet enongh, no 
belo ved loved enough ! You want me to reply to yoor 
toast, to drink to matrimony f Gentlemen, IH drink to 
freedom, I'U drink to the gold-bags secured at so devilish 
a price, but which you and I will spend so joTially I 
Well spend them all, you shall spend them, X'U 
spend them I lift glasses, well drink and drink 
again obUvion to marriage and hey for fireedom and 
money I " 

Indescribable was the bittemess with which Wroth 
poured out his fantastio tirade; indescribable the 
passion of his resentment against the bonds which it 
seemed almost he feit physically shackling him. For 
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while he spoke, now and again he seemed to be plncking 
at invisible fetters ; and at the climaz it was as though 
he flang them from him in the face of her whom he 
addressed as his wife. 

I^^gg7i who at the outset had flushed and winced, 
then shown bewilderment, confosion, anger and shame 
almost to tearsy had suddenly, in tiie yery middle of 
his Speech, altered her demeanont. She had caught a 
glimpee, in the minor opposite, of a milk-white« 
stricken face &amed in the blackness of the doorwaj. 
Instantly the arrows apparently aimed at her, flew hj, 
to reach a truer goaL The insult was for Julianal 
The hmniliation for Jnliana I For Peggy, rieh amnse- 
ment and sweeter revenge i 

As Wrothhalted breathless, his band ona brinuning 
glass, he caught sight of the girFs wide, impertinent 
grin, and instinctively followed the direction of her 
fixed glance. Instantly the glass feil from his band. 
He stared into the mirror as if at a supematural 
apparition. 

But a general moyement of curiosity towards the 
door made him tum his head, and, for the space of a 
breath, Wroth and Juliana looked again upon each 
other. Then P^ggy's laugh broke the spell. The next 
instant Juliana was gone, so swiftly and so softly that 
none could haye arrested her flight. The door closed 
upon her. 

"Zounds ! who is the goddess t "' cried Sir Thomas» 
excitedly. 

P^ggy's Ups hesitated on the brink of a startling 
announcement ; then she flung a look at the biide- 
groom's face, and in a second the whole plan of action 
was altered in her irresponsible mind. Quick as 
women are to read each other's souls, she had read 
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faievell in Joliana's eyee. The seorei} meant power to 
the snppoaed Lady WroÜi, if it meent ziothing eise. It 
flhould be kept. 

^ Don't 70a know 7 '' she oried gafly, ^ hxn 70a not 
recognised her t Why, that's one of Uie lejected — the 
black duminy ? " 

Wroth gave a cry like the sob of aome wild beast in 
a trap. He daahed the chair from bis way and leaped 
to the door; the room ahook with the violanqe with 
which he wienched it open and flnng it behind 
him. 

'* Yonr ladyship has an agreeable li£a before yoa,** 
said Scaife drily. 

Peggy sent her insolent eyea round the three &ce8 
to let them rest upon Martindale's. 

** Perhape/' she said, with a little secret sonnding 
laagh 

Wroth had daahed into the ball« to find it empty. 
He stood a second, heeitating between the stairs on one 
aide and the half-cloaed street door on the other; then 
two atridea took him into the open. In fix)nt roae the 
gorae-dad hilly common of Moont Ephraim, at that 
moment qnite deaerted; but between the moving 
gronpa that atudded the pavement below he thonght to 
catch the flntter of a black acarf, which, e^n aa he 
aaw it, diaappeaied into one of the paaaagea leading to 
the Pantilea. Inatantly he atarted in pmanit It was 
a long chaae, for when he reached the parade, tibe black 
acarf had yaniahed again— obyioualy into a ahop— and 
he loat much time in tracking it, only to end in finding 
that it dangled &om the hat of one whom he had never 
before w&a. BafBed, panting, he haatened back to 
the Grown, acomM <^ the curioaity and amuaement 
that bis bareheaded paaaage exdted among the atroUers, 
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and nuhed to knock at ihe dosed window of the 
Office. 

''The lady— the lady in Uaokf' he thnndered bb 
ihe glass was lifted. ** Pshaw, don't stare like that I — 
Ib there not a foieign lady staying in thia hotell I 
know there is. Come^ give me the book. TU aae for 
myaelf/' 

He anatched the greasy volume that lay on the 
ledge befoie him, even aa the alamied landlady, with 
heaitating hands, songht to withdraw it ftom his leach. 
It opened of itadf at the last uaed page. 

Wroth gave a half-atifled ciy of triumph. In 
elaborate oopperplate handwiiting — ^Annibale^ Jnliana'a 
Courier was vain of hia auperior education — atood the 
pompoua inscription : '' Conteasa Mordante di Belgiojoao 
dei Yeapi — Palazzo Mordante, Florence." Thereaffcer a 
less artiatic penhad entered the additional remark: 
"with maid and man-aervant, arrived April 24th,'' 
together with the record of the apartmenta allotted to 
80 distingtuahed a visitor ** Prince George, bedroom — 
Piinceas Sophia, aitting*room. Seringapatam and 
Bangalore, for attendants." 

Wroth drew a deep breath — among all theae namee 
of Italy he had read only one, unwritten : ** Juliana/' 
He dosed the yolume qnietly and laid it back on the 
inner ledge of the offioe. 

<<Thank yon, ma'am," he aaid, ''that ia all I 
require/' 

''The lady haa come for the watara, my lord," 
cried the hoateaa in a finster. "I truat your lord* 
ahip, b^gging your loidship'a pardon, will be ao 
kind as not to intmde upon her in any way. The 

lady ia in mouming, my lord, and " ahe broke 

off beCore the smile that parted the yoong man'a 
lipa. 
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''The lady will not be astonished to see me^'* said 
Wroth, 

It cnidled the blood in her veins (as she subae- 
qnently aasured her hnsband). '' And up the ataiis it 
waa with him then, three at a time 1 — He'a not aafe, 
Tonstall, and so I teil jou I" 



CHAPTER XIV 

"Now, in the name of heaven, my lady *' cried 

Fan ton. 

JulJana tnmed a white face vagnely towards her 
maid. With a wearj movement she let the pnrple 
cloak fllip from her Shoulders. 

" Pack it up, Panton/' she said in an eztinguished 
voice. " I shall go back to my mooming/* 

''My ladyl" ejacnlated Panton again. Hernsnal 
volubility was at a loss befoxe the sense of mysterioua 
and Strange event aboat her. Her mistress stretched 
out her left band ; and the woman's eyes were instantly 
riveted on the nnknown ring that hang heavily upon 
that fingOT whence Jnliana had removed the fäimiliar 
wedding ciiclet. She looked affiightedly back at the 
face above iti 

'' Yon have heaid," said Jnliana, in the same toneless 
way, *' of the odd marxiage that haa taken place in thia 
town to-day ? " 

The stiings of Mrs. Panton's tongue were gladly 
loosed npon a sabject she conld tackle : 

'<Yes, and indeed, my ladyl That mad yonng 
gentleman with the wolves and bears, and that slut 
again (saving yonr ladyship's presence) whom I never 
conld abear, and how she came to be here, tnming up 
like a bad penny, for ever in onr way ? — ^unless, in- 
deed/' cried the woman, severely» ** it is after her you 
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are again^ notwithstanding all that's been and gone, 
and all this jouniej and tales of taking the watera 
a flecond wüdgoose chase after the trollopl Yoor 
ladyship's downright sinful — fooliflh, ynih your charitles 
and rescues. You'll get naught better out of her now 

than before and how she comes to be your lady- 

ship's foster-sister with auch a disposition will lemain 
for eyer a mysteiy to me! — aye, I've heard of the 
wedding this day. A pretty wedding indeedl Has 
your ladyship been told how those bold, ahamelees 
hussies went to be chosen like cattle — ^and how— ^ ? '* 
flhe paused enddenly in foU flow : a curions mirthlesa 
smile had parted her mistreBs's Ups. 

" Pantou — I was the bride l " 

**My lady — Qod save na ! ** 

** And this is my wedding ring/' 

''Deliver usl" said Mrs. Panton, and sat down 
auddenly, for the trembling in her limbs. 

*'No, I did not come here for P^^gy: I came 
for him. I knew no more than you that she was 
here. She would haye manied him. * * . I saved 
him from that 1 I was wrong. He himself does not 
know." 

"Mylady .. .?" 

*' He may never know. Panton, give me the long 
gold chain/' 

Dazedy Mrs. Panton rose firom her chair and crept 
towards the jewel oase on the table. In silenoe she 
handed the chain and watched her mistress slip the 
ring upon it, fasten it round her neck and hide it 
beneath the folds of her bodice. As she did so, rapidly, 
with dry tongue that scarce could do its office^ Juliana^ 
gave her old nurse the stoiy of the moming's work. 
Into the woman's laige perturbed countenance the 
while she listened crept a wholesome red again. Her 
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eyes began to twinkle. Her Ups twitched into & 
repiessed smile. 

** It's to be a secret, then, for tbe present, my ladj/' 
ehe aaid» vith a deep sigh. 

^^Yes« a dead secret/" answered Joliana. '^And 
you may pack again, Panton ; for ve shall leaye to- 

OdOETOW. 

" And where to, my lady ? " asked Üie tirewoman, 
repressing with some diBBculty an obvious remark abont 
her mistress's desire for the watero. 

''Wbere to?" Juliana hesitAted. "To my god- 
faihei^s/' ahe said then with a note of yeaming in her 
voioe. '' There will be peace with bim." 

She passed into her little sitting-room, listlessly 
taking up a book on her way« Mrs. Panton looked 
af ter her through the open door, winking and chnckling 
to heiself ; ejaculating astonishment upon gusto. She 
Boented romance of the most exciting desoription. 
"My lady Wroth, my lady Wroth." For one thing, it 
had a better sound than that long foreign title in Ixer 
British ear. And what a personable young man, and 
how wieked ? It is quite in tbe oorrect order of things, 
t^ the Pantons of this WQrld, that yoong noblemen 
should be wicked. They woold not give a farthing for 
Tirtue. " It was love at first sight/' said the woman to 
heorself, " and she's hang bis ring over her heart 1 " She 
winked and chockled again. 

JoUana's eyes followed the words in the book before 
her uncomprehendingly. It was the latest publication 
of Lord Byron's, and all fashionable readers were mad 
abont it She herseif had found much food for her 
ihwarted aspiration in the new poet's ooloyred flights. 
Bnt, to-day, it might have been a mathematical treatise 
for all that it meant for her« 

She had read the same lines at leest twenty times^ 
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She Buddenly raised her head and hearkened. Along 
the passage there came a hasty tread» which halted 
befoie ihe door. An imperative knock — and before 
ehe had time to lay a band npon her leaping heart, 
Wroth had entered. 

He came swifbly to mthin a paoe of her, and 
stood looking on her with eyes from which blased 
reproaoh. 

"Is it tnie? ** he cried. ''Is it tme that you were 
in that room thia moming ? That you were the woman 
with the black veil t '' 

Juliana gazed at him as if faaoinated. Silently she 
indined her head. 

He clapped Ms hands together with a loud out- 
cry. 

^'Then you are freel You, you in whom I had 
believed ! " 

The utter misery of the exclamation, the very 
fierceness of bis wrath, brought balm into Juliana's 
wounded 8ouL Her hand crept up to her wedding 
ring. 

" You are free ! '' repeated he violently, " and now 
it is I who am bound I . . . What fiend drove you to 
come and mock me, if you did mean to reveal your- 
seif?" 

^'I came to save you/' said Juliana. Something 
seemed to speak for her. In the turmoil that poesessed 
her, ahe was hardly conscious of formulating the words. 
Her thought seemed to utter itself. 

*' You came to save me ! " he repeated, while another 
Step brought him menadngly close to her, '^and, when 
you saw . • • what you saw, you did not think me 
worth the word I 0, Qod preserve me ttam a good 
woman 1— What t you shaied with me that unforgettable 
hour, you gave youraelf to me— you did I " bis voioe 
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snrged as if beating down on an nnspoken protest, 
'* you did« deny it if 70a dare — as no woman ever gave 
herseif to man before, by the most sacred abandonment 
of the spirit. And you were free, you knew where to 
find me . . . and you never even wrote to met We 
were together again this very day, and you never 
spoke! You let me go from you« let me prostitute 
my name, my honour, our love; let me seil myself» 
and you, and our happiness, for money — 0, false 1 And 
then when it is done you come and taunt me with your 
unveiled countenancel Heavens, if you did not so 
possess me, I could kill you I But no, you shall not 
die, you shall live, and live for me I " 

He flung himself on his knees beside her, his arms 
about her, 

She had trembled under the tempest of his words, 
thrilled to his passion, exquisitely rejoiced at his 
despair. But all her chaste womanhood woke within 
her at these last words and at the touch he dared to 
lay upon her. Not thus — it could not be thus ! Here 
was something which no man had ofTered her bef ore — 
eyes that shone with unholy firoi arms that trembled 
and grasped, lips that would have cursed and kissed 
together. It was not to bring him to this that she had 
humbled herseif. She had thought to saye him; and 
lol here, claiming her, was something less than man, 
little more than bmte; claiming her whom he had 
called Una, her before whom the wolf itself had 
crouched. 

She made no struggle in his clasp, but it seemed 
to him as if she had tumed to marble. He released 
her with a smothered oath ; then half rose pausing, one 
knee still on the ground, to measure her with a brutal 
arrogant gaze. 

•«And to tbinkT' he exclaimed with a laugh, ^ that 
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I let yoti go &om me that night, at the Abbey ! Oh, 
my dear, the long days, the wondeiful hoiiis we have 
vasted 1 " 

Jnliana cried out as if he had strack her. 

«Wroth . . . !" 

That night — that place where their hands had 
not even met — ^it all rose before her with its sacred 
memory, and she thought her heart most break to hear 
it profanedl 

'' Yon were mine. From the first instant we met, I 
deemed you a kind of spirit, deemed you something 
too ineffable to approach with aught but the spirit. I 
had a spirit for you, Juliana, a viigin fire. But now I 
know you otherwise — ^mere substance, as the rest of 
women, timid, vain, curious, ready to play with a man's 
passion and warm yourself at its flame . . • always 
taking heed yourself not to be bumed I O, you are£ree 
*— and it might have been I " His voice rose again 
with an echo of the plaint she had known in the hour 
of the Tenebrae ; and it smote her afresh with nungled 
sorrows. " It might have been • . . but your soul is 
no mate for mine. Had it been so, straight you would 
have come to me as I to you, once the cage hm broken* 
But, after all" — ^his acoents changed again, a bitter 
smile was on his lip, he soomed himself and her even 
as he spoke— '' I am flesh and blood too ; and, before 
the Lord, I never saw the woman that was made for 
me tUl you shone out on me. Give me your handst 
give me your lips, and then deny, if you dare, that you 
are mine 1 " 

She rose abruptly, quivering from the honible 
oonflict in herseif, and pointed to the door, with the 
Toiceless word — '* Oo ! " He sprang to his feet like- 
wise, and once again his arms hovered about her. 
Panting in her ear, his tone had dropped to the tender 
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hnskmess that had the power to stir her to the inner* 
moBt fibre» 

"O come .with mel — ^What will all the world be 
to US, once we aie together ? Italy is your countxy, 
you told me — come with me to Italy, my Juliet — 
Wife ? " he cried wildly, " you shall be my love, *tis a 
hundred times better." 

^' Indeed/' said JuUana, finding voice and strength at 
last, " I have already hecurd you, my lord, speak abont 
a wife." 

Once again his arms feil away fix)m her. Steel 
conld not have been more cutting, ice colder, than her 
tone ; the dead more unresponsive to his touch. He 
feil back a step, his eyes with their evil fire upon 
her. She was minded-of the phosphorescent glare 
in the eyes of the wolf. So, this was all she was 
to him — Bomething that called up the beast within 
himl 

"Lord Wroth," she said, "by stretching out my 
band I can ring the bell, by raising my voice I can 
Summen my servant from the next room. I do ndther, 
for I know that you will leare me." 

A change came upon him, he cast a furtive glance 
at the bell rope, another at the door. The fire flickered 
and dropped in his eyes. Another second he stared 
in blank despair upon her ; then with a sudden frantic 
gesture, flung his arms high in the air, shook them 
above his head and let them fall He took two 
Steps to the door, wheeled round again on the 
threshold. 

"You are mine," he said in a new voice, low, 
threatening, yet controUed. ''I shall never give 
you up, You shall never belong to anybody eise." 

Pride spoke, not love. Pride and an indomitable 
wilL Juliana swayed, as the door closed upon him. 
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and eank into a chair— broken, stonned. She was 
unable to face Üie Image of her own ahame and desola- 
tion. Presently she became aware that Panton was 
beeide her. The touch of the warm» womanly hands, 
the sound of the oomfortable Yoice stirred some 
tender fibre in her paralysis of miseiy, Juliana, who 
had scarce wept since childhood, clung to her old 
nurse with sobs and tears; and Mrs. Panton, for- 
getting all her dignity as tirewoman, soothed and 
petted her with the '* Itunbs '* and '' chucks '' of baby 
days« 

"Oh, Panton^ yon heard, yon heard?'' cried 
Jaliana. 

*'And, indeed/' said Panton, still patting the 
lustroos haiTi *' I thought your ladyship was mortal 
nnkind to the poor young nobleman — so yon were, 
my lamb, when you cotQd have made him so happy, 
just by a word. Not indeed that it will do him any 
härm to be kept waiting a bit, since there was so little 
courting — every womanshould have her coorting. But, 
eh, dear, my dove — ^how the man loves yon, to be 
snrel" 

''He love me!" cried Juliana, her eyea fiashing 
in Bcom through their tears. " He offered me shame, 
insult I " 

"Tut, tut,'' Said philosophic Panton, ''he wants 
you at any price. And,'' she added, "it would 
oome a deal harder on you, my deaiy, if he 
didn't" 

JuUana shuddered. She was not given to intro* 
spection, to subtle theorising, er even to parleying with 
conscience. Hers was a large simple natura, and it was 
the soul, not the mind, that guided it. That soul saw 
but two altemaÜTes : right or wrong. And its innate 
xeotitude had known no hesitation between them. 
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hiiherta Bat now, Yfhat was right seemed wrong 
— ^what was l^gally right was morally wrong. Above 
all, her prond womanhood revolted from the ontrage 
she had snffered, the more fieroely that something 
within her yet cried out to him like a wailing 
child. 

' His stress of passion drove Wroth blindly to seek 
the open air. He rashed out of the house that had 
this morning held such monstrous experiences for him, 
crossed the road and strode swifüy up the steep slopes 
of the common, towards Mount Ephraim, seeläng 
nothing for the moment but the physical rehef of 
action. Up through the brambly winding paths 
he went, unconsdous of aught but the whirl of his 
thoughts; as blind to the sunshine and spring cheer 
as he was deaf to the lark's song above his head 
and oblivious of the pungent soent of the gorse. He 
stamped hardy pricldes and all kinds of delicate spring 
growths alike beneath his riding-boots as he swung 
along — ^halting at last at the foot of some giant boulders, 
to regain breath« 

The little town nestled cosily below; and beyond 
it was a fair view — folds upon folds of pastures, slopes 
of modest hills with greening wood spreading to faint 
in purple uplands, far away, against the sky. The 
beauty of the scene bit at his heart as he looked. 
Under those tiled gables, in yonder cup of the Valley, 
was Juliana — Juliana, aye, and the woman he had 
just marriedl £apture and disgusti He flung him- 
seif upon the grey stone; and, with his chin upon 
his band sat long, staring upon his misery, lost to 
all sense of time, to all consecutive thought or 
purpose. 

When he roused himself at length, he could not 
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have Said whetii^ he had spent on that stone minates 
only or hours of profitless oontemplation ; but the son 
was alreadj low» and the world was losisg its coloar. 
The spur of action was at his flank again : he mnst 
down onoe xnore to that honse of tragic comedy, and 
again take np his part. 

As he re-entered the banquet room, he swept a look 
of blaok inquiry about him-— of the meagie wedding 
party, only two sat now at the board> Scaife and Sir 
Thomas, with a fresh bettle before them, and heada 
dose tQgether, so engiossed over a dice*box that they 
had not a look to spare for the new-comer. For a 
moment the bridegroom snrveyed them in silence. 
Then, stretching out his band, he snapped the dice-boz 
from Scaife, who was just holding it poised between 
two fingen for a fresh throw. 

'' Hallo I" exdaimed the latter, and flung up a 
furious face, which cleared, however, at sight of the 
oflender-— cleared with a malicious pleasure, which 
was reflected on the oountenance of his companion. 

" (xad — ^'tis the bridegroom i By my soul, 'tis the 
bridegroom I Congratulate you,'' said Sir Thomas» 
culling in his tum the box from Wroth's band — 
''congratulate you, my dear boy, with all my 
heart!'' 

He laughed as he shook the dice, his eyes still on 
Wroth's face. 

" My throw," said Scaife, " ezcuse me, Wroth." 

He shook, threw, and cursed. And Holroyd 
flinging himself back in his chair, laughed again 
oonsumedly. Wroth frowned ever more heavily. A 
Short whüe ago this sort of laughter had been 
his. 

'' What are you laugbing »t? Being my £riend, I 
suppose you laugh because Tye just put through tiie 
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most damnable piece of foUj ever a man blasted bis 
lifo with. What are 70a latighing at? Because I, 
Wroth, Wioth, havQ tied a mülstone round mj 
neck?" 

Scaife bronght two languid palms togetber, twice. 

"Very well done, Geoigel By gad, you'd bave 
made an actor I " 

** How ? " cried Holroyd, snddenly atopping in bis 
cacbinnation to prick an alert ear. ^'How? Ycm 
don't mean to say it was planned? Tbat it was all 
a got-up tbing ? . • . Ob, ob I " — He succambed again 
to rieb mirtb, ejacnlating at intervals: ''Gkid, tbe 
joke is complete— and Martindale tool Gad, you're 
botb actorst As for bar ladysbip — ^wby, 'tis ber 
profession. Aba^ collared grandpapa's money bags, 
obliged a firiend, rid yoniself of a wife. Everyone 
pleased all ronnd ! O, gad I Gad 1 Hold me, some* 
body, or I sball split" 

*'Stop tbat talk, or TU kill yonl'' ezclaimed 
Wroth. 

He tumed a look of livid fnry from man to 
man. 

'' O dem I " Said Scaife weaiily, ** let's get on witb 
onr game. Go away, Wrotb, tbere's a dear fellow. 
Go and cbamp somewbere eise, and let ns get ob 
witb onr game. We were tossing wbieb sball bave 
tbe ridiDg of tbat bay maie of yours, wbile tbis fine 
open weatber lasts." 

''Wbfire's Martindale?'' saidWrotb^in a lowdry 
Toice. 

** He's gone off witb yonr wife— as yon know qnite 
as well as we do/' retorted Scaife acidly. "Yonr 
millstcme is comfortably roUing away, away to London. 
Kow, ait down and drink, thece's my good ladt Tom, 
yon ibrow." 
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Yet a little while Wroth pansed, looking at 
iheiiL He had been their complacent host> month 
af ter month ; bis coffers, his cellar, his stables — ^theirs, to 
nse and misnse. He had been king of revelB, prince 
of friendfl; and, when material ruin menaced, none 
could leave the sinking ship fast enough — but it 
was only now, when moral roin encompassed him, 
that he measored to the füll the value of his boon 
companions. 

Martindale was gone with the woman who now 
bore the name of Wroth — Martindale whom, alone 
among his comrades, he had taken into his real friend- 
ship ; whose weak defection he had even just f orgiven ; 
who owed him (pah I that he shonld remember it !) 
boonties as endless as they had been delicate. And 
these two, his month-long guests, threw meanwhile 
for his best horse. For his honour, his degradation 
that had nothing bnt laughter and sneers. A physical 
passion of anger seized him — a rage of destraction. 
He knew what he had to do ; it could not too quickly 
be done. 

He tumed on his heel and went without a word. 
Presently the gamblers, through the window, heaiing 
him call peiemptorily for his curricle, his groom— 
and his pistol case— dropped the thread of their game, 
to look at each other, startled, stirred by a not dis- 
agreeable curiosity. 

'' What the deuce is Wroth up to ? " said Holroy d 
the talkative. ^You never can teil with the fellow. 
After his frenzy in the vestry and that pretty wedding 
Speech, one might have betted all one was worth that 
he wanted to be rid of the woman. But gad, man, 
the fellow looked murder, didn't you think, just now ? 
And hark to himi" he addedjerking his head towards 
the Window. 
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''Wroth is wedded to pistols/' said the other 
sententionslj, ''he'll never divorce them. And^ as 
for what he wants, dem it, you shall hare it in flve 
wordfl — Wroth always wants, what he haa not 
got!" 



CHAPTER XV 

Wboth seized the pistol case from the handa of his 
bewildered groom and flang it nnder the aeat of the 
high curride which atood awaiting hia pleaanre in the 
yard. A couple of atablemen atood at the horaea' 
heads; the cheatnuts were all quivering impatienoe — 
oflfended at their long wait hameaaed in the yard — and 
wilder than nanal, this day^ with the heady apiing 
wlnda. He awung himaelf up and atood poiaed, gather- 
ing the reina, aa the Greek charioteer might have atood 
before the atart. 

'' Which way did the lady and gentleman take?" he 
aaked abruptly. 

. There waa a grin abont the oatlera' facea-^reflected 
on thoae of inquiaitiye gxoupa gathered abont the atable 
gatea. 

'' Mr. Martindale, my lord ? " inqnired an impndenfc 
atable boy. And huida went np to divers mouths. 

''Aye, Mr. Martindale/' aaid Wroth, cuUing the 
whip from ita aocket. *^Mr. Martindale and Lady 
Wroth." 

The horses leaped aa hia fingera tightened on the 
reina ; atmck fury from the cobblea with ringing iron« 
Wrothf aitting now, held them with a grip that no one 
coold have suapected in the white, ahnoet efifominate* 
looking band. He tumed bia dark look from face to 
face: and somehow the humour of the aituation 
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in the eyes of tbe bystanders aeemed to have evapo* 
rated. Two or thiee Yoices answered with sycophantio 
eagemess. 

" The London road, my l<Mrd." 

The groom had barely the time to leap and datcdi 
like a wild cat, befoie, in a whirlwind, they were off, 
sbearing the comer "with a knife edge between them 
and 8lap-bang/' as the head ostler concisely remarked ; 
squawking fowLs and tenified children scatteringi dogs 
barking, the light curricle swaying from aide to aide ; 
WroSi's fignie pulsing, as it weie, to the bounding 
rhy thm of his horses' speed which he fiercely encotiraged 
and as fiercely controlled. 

The town constable on the lower walk had bat the 
time to Step aside, with a haste little beooming his 
dignity, ere the curricle was upon him and past. He 
gazed after it as it disappeared round the comer, and 
shook his head long and solemnly. It might come 
haid on the honest lad who had to sit by my lord ; but 
the sooner Mad Wroth broke his neck, the better for 
the credit of the country. 

As they dashed out on the high road and settled to 
a pace scaroely abated, bat steadier and less fraught 
with imminent danger, the seething fury in Wroth's 
brain, so f ar from diminishing, increased ; took, so to 
speak, many colours, gathered a specious kind of intel- 
lectual purpose without losing its sheer animal ferocity. 
He was drunk with rage as a man may be with streng 
wine ; with a drunkennesa stimulating to brilliancy of 
thought, intensity of purpose, recklessness of conse- 
quenoes. It was a threefold rage ; agaiost himself, for 
the futiUty, being what he was, of the deed that had 
wrecked him ; against Juliana, who had fetiled him at 
the very hour when, by a gesture, she oould have saved 
him ; against his fnends — ^friends, save the mark ]--*in 
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whose degradation he saw his owxu These vüe minds» 
how quick they had been to assuine him in coUnsion 
with the cieatures— the woman and Martindale. With 
their own mire they pelted him ; base, they judged him 
at their own level 1 

Up the steepest hill he never spared the chestnuts 
for a breathing spaoe. Indeed, he soon fonnd himself 
not restraining but nrging. His cattle no longer fought 
for the pace, bat only responded to the call. For Wroth, 
usually soffc-hearted, even to the mockery of his friends« 
with dumb animals had no mercy this day. The hedges 
flew by; then high park walls, tree-topped; hamlets 
with their thatched cottages; a copse of pine trees 
engulfed them into brown shadows, to spt tiiem foTth 
again to a blaze of sunshine upon the rolling downs 
where the gorse was already breaking into yellow. And 
now, before they had left the last heather land, it was 
swept by the April storm. The wind came whistling 
unchecked across the rolling waste and caught them in 
füll blast ; the rain Struck slantwise, stinging — a petu- 
lant squall with all the cruelty of the young year in 
it — bufifeted and drenched« But at the very pitch of 
f ury its own impetuosity tore the clouds apart Hera 
was blue sky again, here was a shaft of sunshine, 
mellower thfm before« And in a trice, the land was 
one sparkle, one jubilation of nodding leaf and singing 
birds ; pools smiling at the sky and the odour of the 
wet earth fragrant on a wind, warm again, as if laughing 
at its own outburst. Vagudy, through the concentra- 
üon of his thoughts, Wroth had feit the gloom of the 
squall deepen his dark mood, the chill whipping of the 
rain drive his bittemess into more corrosive irony. 

Presently the groom, tUtmg his drenched hat over 
his eyes to shade them from the sudden dazsle, started 
and touched bis master on the arm ; 
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''They're m front of xia, mj lord!*' he eried, 
pointing. 

WroÜi's mindy fized on the inward vision, awoke to 
lealitj. They had leaohed the edge of a slope which 
dipped gently into the valley where smoked the townlet 
of Sevenoaks, its slate toofs glistening in the already 
level raySy already mellowing to the amber that fore- 
teils the rose. Some half-mile off, down the straighb 
mnning road, crawled in truth the bolk of a travelling 
chaise. Wroth's red hazel eyes were as keen of vision 
as a hawk's. He gave a short laugh« 

** The off grey's dead lame — the/U have to pull np 
here. So, so, my lads, we can take it easy I " 

He had no mind to have his meeting on the open 
road ; foor walls should hold that scene of vengeanoe 
that he had beendrawing in flaming lines on the tablets 
of his mind. 

The chestnnts craned their necks and stretched in 
relief against the loosened reins as they feil to Walking 
paoe. Clouds of steam broke from them. Wroth laid 
his whip altemately on either wet flank, in caress. 
The man, encouraged by this sign of retuming homanity, 
ventured to gknce at his master's face, bat qnickly 
looked away again from the smile that lifted the short 
Upper lip. 

At the head of the little High Street, Wroth drew 
rein and sat watching, still with his ominous smile, 
while the chaise, with a kind of pathetic nnconscious- 
ness in its shabby weather-beaten back, lumbered 
onwards and turned into the yard of the Blue Boar, 
the sign of which swung and creaked gaily from its 
post, high planted in the middle of the little square. 

** We'U give them a minute or two to settle down 
comfortably," said he half aloud, and thought : " If I 
know my Martindale, hell be for a bettle and a rest by 
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the fixe before he Starts agam. Bomeo's throat znust 
be pretty diy, curaing the oflf grey's legs ! " 

Thus, he remained a minute or two, statue-like, 
while the horses craned necks and shuddered and 
Tubbed confidential noses, steaming still more densely 
in the sun-glow. Then, with a suddennees that nearlj 
floDg the groom trom his seat, they were off again, this 
time with clatter and dash; and Wroth swept the 
cnrve into the jard of the posting-hoose with that 
masterly precision and audadty which made his driving 
the admiiation of eveiy stable in the country. 

The Blue Boar had a repntation on the road for 
its bumt Sherry; and a veiy exhilarating brew had 
jost been deposited between Miss Beljoy and Mr. 
Martindale, as they sat, in all the comfort that 
Wroth had foreseen, before the fire in the travellers' 
room. If iU-temper there had been, it was smoothed 
away. 

They had the room to themselves. Martindale, 
delicately holding a hot tumbler in a twisted pocket- 
handkerchief, winked as he sipped a toast to the bright 
eyes opposite to him. 

^'Ton honour, Peggie/' he cried, glandng at the 
pearl-grey sandals, '4t is a vast of time since weVe 
Seen you dance. 111 get a party of choice fellows. 
Dash me if we don't — 



luö u wo aou v " 



Dash you, then, and you won't/' said the lady, 
tossing her blue feather at Mm with great assurance. 

Dance for him, and his kind, indeed I So long as 
she played the part of Lady Wroth, Miss Beljoy had 
highly different notions of entertainment. She was 
too good an actress not to sink herseif into her new 
character. She had visions of drives in the park in a 
high baronche, of elegant entertainments, where her 
languid white band would be kissed by adoring and 
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respectfol ewains. An ill-treated, irresistible lady of 
rank — that was her rdle now. 

Juliana had promiaed that whatever happened she 
fihould be at no loss. Peggie had no idea of the kind 
of Settlements likely to be made upon a nobleman's 
wife ; but she was nothing if not sanguine. She was 
convinced she wotdd have the spending of much gold, 
and — whether as Lady Wroth or Miss Beljoy — she 
intended to spend it to some purpose. Dance for Mr. 
Martindale — Master Martindale, the impecunions I 
What airs of conqueror was the creature giving him- 
seif? He might serve as escort, he might aerve as 
fetch and carry ; best of all, he might serve as spur of 
defiance to Wroth, but as for anything eise, he must be 
taught bis place, 

" rd be oble^ed/' said Miss Beljoy presently, and 
now in el^ant mincing tones, ''if you will band me 
my glass, Mr. Martindale — I think the liquor is 
suflBcienÜy cooL Dear me " 

The languid ejaculation expired on her Ups: the 
door at the far end of the room had opened, and 
Wroth, closing it quietly behind him, was advancing 
towards them. The couple by the fire gaped in the 
silence of utter astonishment, Martindale still foolishly 
holding bis wrapped glass, Peggie collecting her wits 
with all speed for the contradictory situations she 
might be called upon to face ; ready to laugh, as jelly 
Peg, at the trick she had played on my lord and them 
all, or as Lady Wroth, the party first injured in an 
equivocal transaction, to take her proper stand of 
reproachful dignity. 

As Wroth advanced she marked bis smile. 

" He knows," thox^ht Peggie, and gave herseif aU 
to the first röle, in swift disi^pointment ; the other 
game would have be^n so much more amusing. 
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Then his eye feil upon her and all at onoe she was 
frightened^ and wiahed herseif miles awaj. Her in- 
tnitions, being feminine, weie quicker thaa those of 
her companion. Mr. Martindale's air of oonatemation 
had vaniflhed ; here was Wroth, cool as a oucumber, all 
smiles. And, hang it, was he not doing Wroth a good 
tum? 

"Capital« dear fellow, capital!" he cried boister- 
ously. " Gome after us to give us ' speed' ? Gad, but 
it's just like you I We'U have a firesh bowl up — whj 
not supper all thxee together, eh, Peg? £h, George? 
You always liked to be original: you'U break your 
record this time ! " 

''You forget/' said Peggie, thinly goaded by the 
very sharpness of her fear into the extreme of audadty, 
'' that Lord Wroth can endnre all other Company except 
that of a — ^wife." 

''But when he knows that he's already free of 
her ? " said Martindale, still rollicking. 

He swallowed his reeking dranght, nodded at the 
girl orer his glass, slammed it on the table, and blew a 
kiss at her. Then he tumed his flushed face, claiming 
his boon companion's applause. His eye beoame 
fixed, his jaw dropped. ThtJi little polished mahogany 
box hanging by its silver handle on two of Wroth's 
fingers — ^he knew it well enough« What the devU was 
the madman doing with it here ? 

Wroth read his thoughts like a printed page. He 
glanced down at the case, swung it on the table and 
was shaken with his short harsh laugh, the laugh that 
never boded good. The white f ury that possessed him 
seemed to flicker about his face like a dancing flame as 
he tumed again the glitter of his eyes from one to the 
other. 

Martindale, his friend, and the creature who oould 
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now call henelf Lady Wroth ! And he, already hailed, 
by the Scaifes and the Holroyds, as their acoomplice I 
He pushed the catch of his case and raised the lid. At 
äiat moment he was no more responsible for his actions 
than the madman Martindale deemed him. He had 
killed Martindale in his thoughts, before his finger 
tonched his loaded pistoL Bat something— perhaps 
Peggie's Piercing screani) perhaps her comrade's abject 
movement of fear, perhaps the familiär touch of the 
grip under his band — bionght him in time to a 
realisation of the chasm before him. 

He replaced the weapon on the table, stiU imcooked, 
and stood a second, his gaze dilated, breathing quickly, 
looking on the vision of the fatal deed which he had all 
but dona 

'' Oh, mercy, mercy ! " gasped Peggie. She tried to 
scream again, yet as in a nightmare conld scarce bring 
forth a whisper ; fighting against the faintness that was 
creeping over her, she wanted to ciy out the tnith, 
since this joke of hers was bringing such dire conse- 
qnence. Bat the words refosed themselves to her 
Üioughts. 

'' Good Lord, George ! " ejacolated Martindale, from 
dry Ups. "Bing the bell, woman! Dash it, ring, I 
say, P^l It's yoor side, you fool! We shall be 
murdered I " 

Wroth stirred &om his abstraction. 

"Oh no, not murder,'' he said tonelessly. *'An 
af&dr between gentlemen, f or we are gentlemen, are 
we not ? You'll not deny me satisfaction, Martindale, 
I Buppose ? " 

Thoagh his voice was dolly emotionless, there was 
twitching of indescribable irony abont his Ups. 

"The present is the best of all times. Yen never 
Krere mach good at more than Uax paces. Why not 
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the length of the room between ns 1 ^ Gome» clioose 
your pistol, man. Fm in a hurry. Let us be done 
withitr' 

But Martindale« rolling an anguished eye upon the 
Speaker, crawling as if the mere change of pocdtion 
across the hearthrug must attract the bullet, waa 
already extending a palsied hand towards the bell- 
rope. 

A sudden nansea seized Wrotlu What was he, 
lion, doing among these jackals? How could he, 
eagle, stoop to those jays ? A vision of Juliana's face 
arose before him, a vision of pnrple, deep eyes, sorrow- 
ful in scom. And, as if by the light of tbat gaze, he 
saw the irrevocable golf that separated bis own soul 
from that of those with whom he had chosen to 
consort. As npon a huge gathering wave, he feit 
himself seized and lifted back to the rock where he 
belonged. Disgust was upon him as he looked 
down. 

" You need not ring," he cried peremptorily« " I'll 
let you off. m cry quits, now and for ever. Tve 
had my revenge. Faugh, you're not even worth shoot- 
i«g, Martindale ! Stay — ^tbere's a conditicm — ^you and 
my lady there must separate." 

Martindale made a hasty step forward, Wroth 
flung up bis hand : 

" You need make no promise," he ciied contemptu- 
ously. " You dare not do anything but leave her, now. 
As for you, my lady, I make no apologies for inter* 
fering, even after our baigain. The world is wide; 
remember not to let your favour fall upon any of those 
who have broken bread with me, I give you credit for 
better taste in the f uture : you see the stuff they are 
xnade of." 

There was sharp waming under the mockeiy of his 
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tone. The (detol case clicked. Wroth clapped it 
nnder bis arm and tumed to the door. A moment 
he halted on the threshold, looked back at them, as if 
from some great distance, then went out. 

The two left alone stared at each other ; anger, bat 
anger of different moods was in the eyes of both.' 
Then Martindale hastily helped himself to the rem- 
nants of the bowl and drank at a gulp. Some of bis 
janntiness retnmed to him as be flipped the moisture 
from bis lips with bis fine handkercbief. 

" Well, Feg, wbat a scene I Aha I Whj, I declare, 
you're scared to death« Come, now, pull yourself 
together, girL'' 

He hemmed, drew a deep breath^ and tried to 
assnme an air at once superior and generous. "Not 
that I care for the dear feUow's threats. It is obvions 
that all this bnedness bas been too mach for him. 
Bat yoa can trast me. I woold not, for worlds, 
place 70a in an awkward position. Bather than cause 

difBcalties " He bemmed again, A graceful exit 

seemed difficolt. 

Peggie, her hands on the arm of her chair, sat 
9taring at bim, strangelj still. 

** Yoa wish me to go, I see,'' he criedy catching at a 
pretext, with the saddenness of a troat at a tLj. Still 
the damb staring of the pale green eyes. 

''Come, then,'' said the gallant. ''A wink is as 
good as a nod to me. Tm going. Good-bye, my 

dear " He besitated. Something was wanting to 

give conviction and dash to bis new riUe. A defiance 
to Wroth that coald involve no risk. *' Oome, Pßg — 
a kiss before parting." 

He came towards her. She flang ap her band ; aU 
fierce eneigy now, oat of her stony abstraction. 

" Ofif with yoa— I bäte the sigbt of yoa I I don't 
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know how I coold ever have looked st yoo. Kiss you f 
And I bis wife ! Ah, he can't help that now. I am 
hiswife " 

The sense of the huge lie, the hopelessness of her 
own Position, overcame the girl, even as she spoke the 
Word. She saw again before her the vision of Wroth, 
scoming. Only some hours ago she had pleaded for 
her Chance; '^I like him, I do like him!'' she had 
cried. And her chance had been wrenched from her. 
And now she knew it was no mere liking. Love? 
She had never loved in her life before. Was it 
love? 

Now the dry heart was seized with miseiy. This 
was love; how nncomfortable it wasi She crouched 
down, bniying her face in her hands and broke into 
forions solrä. 

Martindale slipped out noiselessly. 



CHAPTER XVI 

Wboth drove back towards the Wells» at a slow, 
st^y trot, absorbed in bis thoughts and allowing the 
tired horses their own pace. 

At first, Chief in his mind was wide sweeping re- 
solye: he was done with it, done with that old life, 
done with these boon companions, these gamblers, 
dronkaids, panderers, sycophants — aye, and traitorsl 
It was hardly so much a decision as an accompliahed 
fact within himself. And next the nianner of its 
accomplishment began to shape itself in a hundred 
busy plana« The prioe of his folly was in a way his 
xelease ; material means for his complete freedom could 
not now fail bim. He would puige his bouse and his 
Stahles. That old devil, Minchin, must be set at once 
to pay off all debts. The Abbey, empty of its un- 
worthy ciew, shonld be left in the guardianship of 
Bertram. • • • Aye, faithful old feUow, he shonld have 
the satis£BM)tion of feeling peace as well as plenty abont 
him again. 

And, since his money-bags were to be so deep, why 
shonld he not now plonge deep into them ? He would 
have the desecrated church restored — by the Lord, he 
would! One day, he meant to bring Juliana back 
there : how and when he knew not — ^he was still in the 
whirlwind of drcumstances — but he knew that, hence- 
forth, this would be the goal of his lifo. There was 
nothing eise in the world for hixn« 

901 
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He had once more reached the downs; the stm 
had dropped behind low-lying cloads ; after the rain, 
through the cooling airSi the mists were risiiig ; with 
the twilight hour the wind had fallen ; it was a dnll 
grej World that held him. Wroth suddenly gathered 
np the reins with the old fierce grip. The hoises 
sprang; it needed no stroke of whip to make them 
feel afresh the firenzy of impatience that nrged. 

Juliana was at the Wells yonder, and here was he 
on the downs, miles from her ! What blasting foUy of 
anger and pride had come to him that, having fonnd 
her again, he had let her go ont of his sight ? What, 
he had had his arms abont her, and had not held her I 
Because of that look in her eyes he had gone from her. 
Oh, thcD, when he was back again beside her he would 
close his own eyes to that look. Once they had kissed, 
he knew it in every fibre of his being, she could never 
put him from her again. Then, gradnally, the cnrrent 
of his passion took a gentler tnm. Nay, no woman 
had ever been wooed as she should be. So gently 
wonld he lay siege to this fair f ortress, that she should 
scarce know the moment of her surrender. 

The high curride swayed again as they spnn along 
the darkening roads. The over-driren horses had taken 
to a gallop. Orouching cottages, with glimmers as of 
yellow eyes, seemed to dart past them. liiere were 
curses and outcry in the vülage, where knots of 
labourers scattered and flattened tiiemselyes against 
palings to let the flying danger pass. At last ! Down 
the broader road into the Wells ! The sense of the 
goal near-reached added a fresh Stimulus to the recklesa 
pace. 

The same whirlwind that had taken him away 
seemed to have brought him back. When he drew 
up before the door of the Orown, there was a dash 
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among the idlers from the bar room, to stare at Mad 
Wroth Tetuming from bis mad chase ; and wide were 
the conjectores that flew from lip to lip at sight of bis 
white face and the reeking borses. 

''He's kiUed them both — that's wbat be'a donel 
We shall have work at Maidstone ^Sizes/' was the mosb 
populär conclusion« 

The bridegrooih pnsbed throngh the gronps into 
the narrow passage» so possessed bj bis pnrpose as to 
be unaware of the curiosity and ezcitement about him. 
He merelj halted a second to fling out an order to 
bis groom, then hurried on again, and, at the office, 
peremptoiilj demanded a room. 

The young person with the wonderful ringlets, who 
at that moment there presided» was much too interested 
in the mad, bad lord to depute to anyone the task of 
showing bim the apartment On the threshold of the 
room allotted to him, without even casting a glance 
npon its merits, be pansed : 

"Will you kindly teil the lady — the Conntess 
what's her name, Countess Mordante sometbing — ^who 
is staying bere that I will present myself in her sitting- 
room immediately, I, Lord Wroth, you nnderstand, 
wish to call npon the lady. Ob, never stare like that» 
woman! Go at once, do you hear? Yes, yes, the 
room will do. Take my message." 

" But, my lord " 

** She'U drive me crazy I Here, girl, will tbis help 
you to nnderstand ? " He fumbled faiiously in bis 
pocket, then thrust a gold piece into her band. She 
stared at it, and then at bim ; then held out the guinea 
again, and with an agreeable smile : 

" But the lady's gone, my lord 1 ** she said, mindng. 

Wroth, who bad moved to enter bis room, tumed 
snddenly back with a leap. 
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" Gone ? " 

'' Yes, indeed, 1x17 lord, quite an hoor ago. Mr. 
Timstall had a deal of trouble to get horses for her 
chaise — so manj genüemen had been ordering horses, 
your lordship will understand. Bat she was very 
insistent, yery inaistent indeed, and did not mind the 
expense — ^bo she said. She must go, at once, said 
«he." 

The girl gazed into the blasted face with a thrill of 
the deepest enjoyment. " Pray, my lord, allow me to 
retum this money. I leally conld not " 

But her genteel protest was lost in space. He had 
throst her £rom his path. Not roughly — ^no, indeed» 
ahe was subsequently wont to relate that he took her 
by the Shoulders as he woidd a child. She heard him 
cUttering down the ttuming stairs, heard his yoioe up- 
lifted in outcry for the landlord, before she recovered 
from her astonishment. She ran to the landing and 
leaned over the banister, all eagemess. 

Mr. Tunstall's answer rang in tonea of sullenness 
nnprecedented in his dealings with costomers of 
quality. The grand foreign lady had taken sudden 
departore ; and Mrs. Tunstall aveired that it was all 
due to my lord's introsion npon her : she had foreseen 
it— she had even wamed his lordship t Now, they 
had lost the best guest of the season, and Mr. Ton« 
stall's dndgeon was as apparent as he well dared to 
display it. 

'' I could hardly take npon myself to say for certain, 
my lord, but I gathered from the Coimtess's Courier that 
they were for Dover.'* 

" Dover." 

That Single word was in Wroth's voice. 

" Aye, my lord — going on to the Continent. First 
stop Maidstone." 
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" Maidstone " 

Without f arther parley Wioth calied for his reckon- 
ing, for fresh horses to bis ctimcle. Here there ensaed 
a Budden wrangle. There were no horses, none to be 
had in the town to*night, for loye or money. It had 
been as much as they conld do to find them for the 
Conntess. The last pair had been taken by bis lord* 
ship's gentlemen friends back to the Abbey. Their 
own greys Mr. Martindale and the lady — here the 
landlord conghed and stammered — 

" Then let my ohestnnts be put to agaia A pint 
of wine each to dieir oats." 

Mr. TonstaU, vho was a lover of horseflesh, pro- 
tested, deeply reproachfal. It was morder to take the 
beauties out of the Stahles again to-night. They'd 
been diiven crueL He'd not be a man if he did not 
say so. Now, to-morrow moming — 

" Where do you put up at Maidstone ? ** 

" The Swan, my lord, but " 

The yonng imperative Toice flung out the fiat : 

** They shall take me to Maidstone to-night." 

One of the ohestnnts went dead lame before they 
had left the Wells three miles behind — and an honr 
was lost in getting as far as Kipping Gross. Leaving 
the groom in ohaige of the snffering beast and the 
cnxriele at the yillage pot-house, with ordere to retom 
on the morrow to the Abbey, Wroth started off alone» 
riding the other horse, bare back, with a makeshift of 
cortailed reins. 

It was a gloomy night, and the mists had increased ; 
dank, dammy, they soaked a man to the skin in im- 
perceptible moistare. He missed bis way more Üian 
once on the solitary roads ever branching into nnknown 
directions; and it was nearly midnight when he reached 
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Maidstone. There it required all bis masterfolness to 
aiouse the folk at the Swan Inn ; and a fantastic sum 
of money to obtain a saddle^horse in oxchange for bis 
own, on which to continue the jonrney forthwith : the 
trayelling party with the foreign Courier had halted 
for supper, he heard, bnt had posted on for Doyer, by 
Canterbury. 

At Key Street, at Faversbam, at Canterbury, 
through the lemainder of the night, the experience and 
the proceedings were much the same. But determin* 
ation backed by a well-filled purse will carry any 
traveller on, even through these dead hours when the 
passing guest is resented rather than welcomed by the 
most grasping host. As the dawn whitened to the left, 
Wroth began to taste the salt air on bis Ups. His road 
was now climbing the inland slope of those white clififs 
which gave Albion her name. Soon the land broke 
and feil away before him, under the lowering of the 
aky spread the sullen swell of the sea. 

His last mount was a heavy dumping brüte which 
neither band nor heel could uige beyond a sullen trot 
By the time he had left the downs behind him, and 
jogged as £00: as the outskirts of Doyer, a raw wind had 
Sprung up and deared the fog ; and it was broad day. 
Tbe clouds hung low, threatening, trailing ofT seawaid, 
dipping jagged edges here and there. The church 
dock was striking eight when he dismounted at the 
door of the Soyal. 

'* The packet, sir ? " cried the waiter, looking with 
a blank, uninterested eye firom the mud-stained rider 
to his reeking steed. *' Why, she's gone this half-hour. 
Ebb-tide at seven, sir." 

Imperiously, Wroth darted his questions. 

Aye, the waiter replied, between smothered yawns 
—there had been a lady and her maid^ and a jabbering 
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fellow of a foreigner. Breakfast they had had, then 
ofif with them. And a bit of tossing they were now 
enjoyingy ihere was not a doubt of tbat. 

It was in tbe dingy coffee-room, and the man 
pointed with a flip of bis professional napkin towards 
the window. Wrotb stepped into tbe bow, and looked 
out on the restless grey of tbe Channel beyond tbe 
pier. livid white, the sails of tbe retreating packet 
were painted against the gloom of sea and sky — no 
larger than gulls' wings. The wind was fair for 
france ; she was making good speed. 

He stared forth on the dismal picture a long wbile 
in silence. The waiter coughed, moved a chair, flicked 
cnimbs from the table. Lnggageless, unimportant as 
tbe traveller seemed, bis eye commanded respect, his 
Toice obtained obedience. 

'* Breakfast, sir ? '' insinuated tbe man at last. 

Wrotb wheeled round, drew a pocket-book from his 
breast, ran a finger throngh the mstle of what remained 
of Mr. Mincbin's notes, and glanced again seaward. 
His Ups moved silently as if in calculation. Then he 
dosed the leather case again, throst it into bis pockefe, 
and with an air of suddeu dedsion : 

''Aye, breakfEist ! '' he cried. ''And order a post 
Chaise— for London. And mind you, fellow, I like my 
coffee served bot, and my horses quick." 

The waiter withdrew, deeply impressed with tbe 
glimpse of wealth he had seen between tbe stränge 
gentleman's fingers, whüe Wrotb let himself fall into a 
chair, with a dumb curse on his limited f unds. A paltry 
couple of bundred. It was no nse. With only a couple 
of bundred more be might have chartered a light vessel 
for himself, started in chase of tbe guU's wingd, caught 
Juliana, if not on Galais pier itself, at least before sbe'd 
left the town. But now he must back to London. He 
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would overtake her in tarne ; no fear about ÜbBJb, but firat 
of all he must have unlimited fnnds. 

*' 1b the landloid about 1 " he asked, when the waiter 
retumed with the steaming tray. ''Yes? Then ask 
him to be good enough to apeak to me for a moment. 
Say it is Lord Wroth, of Hurley Abbey." 

And when the host, with all alacrity, had presented 
himself : 

''When will the packet leave, the day after to- 
morrow ? " asked his noble guest 

" Wind permitting» at the tum of the tide, my lord. 
That Ib half-past nine, my lord — (rod willing.'^ 

*' I shall be back," aaid Wroth ; " to-morrow night 
you will kindly retain room for a caniage on board — ^in 
my name— «nd passage for me and my servant And 

stay To whom must one apply for leave to use 

the Admiralty telegraph for private messages ? " 

''.The harbour-master, my lord/' 

Wroth scribbled a note and sent it forth with hia 
oompliments. 

" Put the amount down in my bill," he added afihbly ; 
"but do me the favour to see that it is transmitted as 
early as possible.'* 

Then he applied himself to his much-needed repast. 

Not one jot was his purpose altered by thia check ; 
only his fevered heat had left him. He was set into 
steadiness, and bis brain active in forming praotical 
plana. He was not cast down, his will was too firmly 
made up for that. It was perhaps even as well, he 
thought to himself, that this mad chase should be 
intermpted ; she could not now escape him, he knew 
|ber name, he knew her home. 

An hour later he started on his backward joumey. 
The great arms of the semaphore along the Dover road 
were waving an imperative despatch to Mr. Minchin in 
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the city ; an expiess coxoder was galloping with a letter 
to Sebastien Picard, bis Erench valet, at Hnrley Abbey, 
ordering that worthy to oome and await bis maatei^s 
pleaaure at *'The Boyal/' Dover, and to bring the 
trarelling curride witb bim, everything ready for a 
foreign totir, witbin tbirty-six bonn. A kind of 
pladdity was npon bim as be lay back in tbe coacb. 
Snspense was^ so far, over, in that bis oonrse was now 
clearly defined, and that tbe nezt few days conld only 
bold tbe nneventfol details of preparation and pursnit. 
Alter rebearsing bis scbemes in bis mind> be set himself 
very deliberately to sleep. And sleep be did witb but 
tbe intervals for meals and cbange of borses, for most 
of tbe bonrs that took bim from tbe coast to London 
Bridge. 

Tbe atblete's body is bis trained serrant, and it 
will respond to tbe emergency. Wroth's night in the 
saddle ; bis previons night of mingled conviviality and 
lonely yigil ; all the storms of passion that bad sbaken 
bim these thirty-six bonrs ; bis agony of self-contempt ; 
bis oorrosive bittemess; tbe shock of recognition» 
mingled joy and tortnre ; bis thwarted tendemess and 
the straggle between good and evil in murderous rage ; 
tbe recurrent disappointments of tbe chase — a strenger 
frame than bis might have been broken by it all ! Bnt 
as tbe birds bave, for that effort which keeps them 
poised in prolonged flight, a strength of beart not 
Youchsafed to creatnres bonnd to earth, so tbis man, 
despite bis reckless tempers and wasted youth, bad that 
something which marked bim rare amongst bis kind ; 
that strength which in the artist makes the genins, in 
the man of action tbe conqueror ; which was to make of * 
bim the lover. 

Tbe snn was setting in a crimson sky of good 

p 
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woather promise, and ge&eroualy tinging the waten of 
old Thames, wlien he alighted from the ooach on the 
Southwark side of London Bridga Olad to Stretch 
hifl limbs after eeven honrs of steady poeting, he 
crossed oyer and made his way rapidlj towarda 
Bishopsgate. 



CHAPTER XVII 

Whjbn Mr. Minchin, in the trim, discreeb little honse 
within Great St. Helen's, whero he kept bis business 
Offices on the ground floor, aud bis studiously cosj 
bachelor establishmeDt on the tvo stories aboye^ 
leceived the despatch from the erratic nobleman, on 
wbose fortones he had staked so much^ he was akeady 
in no very pleasant humonr. Hitherto lectitude of 
conduct had been not onlj part of bis intellectual 
System, but the very essence of bis professional pride. 
He had now — ^no denying the fact — departed from the 
rigidly straight conrse. In bis person, a firm of im- 
macidate tradition had been privy to an equivocal act, 
as he continned painfolly to phrase it to himself. The 
ezcitement of the light was over, the great stake was 
won ; bat the flush of triumph had faded and reaction 
had set in. Mr. Minchin, these tbirty-siz hours^ had 
had time to think. It was in vain that he told himself 
that desperate cases demand desperate remedies ; that 
the magnitude of the end jostified the means; that, 
even as Crown ministers and generals in warfare have 
no right to be squeamish at crucial moments, neither 
was the lawyer jnstified in sticking at technical trifles 
when the fortones of a great family and its utter rnin 
trembied in the balance. Technical trifles I He could 
not dismiss the falsification of a special licence as a 
technical trifle. "So amount of proyerbial philosophy 
could assnage bis professional uneasiness. And the 
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vifiit, in the coane of this Toiy first day, of the new 
Lady Wroth, nnveiled this time, and as loud-Toioed 
and blatant in her demand for an instalment of her 
alimony, as she had seemed mysterions, dignified, and 
low of speech on the pievioos moming^ did not tend to 
confinn the seenrity of his feelings, aa legaids the com- 
pleteness of Lord Wroth's advantages in this great 
transaction. 

'^ That woman will give ns tronble yet/' said he to 
himself, breathing heavily through his teeth, as the 
door cloeed on the flouncing blue velvet mantle. ** Yes. 
There is no doubt that woman conld make things 
remarkably nnpleasant, did she know how. And so 
astute a person, so consummate an actress " 

He shook his head. How he had been taken in, 
even he! Yesterday he had actoally feit— no, he 
wonld not say, attracted exactly, but impressed — ^yes, 
impressed. And to-day her impndent good looks had 
strack hun with a new and nnutterly distasteful notion. 
The creatnre was of the kind he feared, the kind which 
nught very well end by appealing to the taste of snch 
a profligate as his yoong dient. Here was a con- 
tingency he had not suffidently foreseen. Bnt, in 
truth, he had had no time to foresee anything dnring 
the recent whirlwind. 

What of the regeneration of the family ? What of 
the likely dnration of the great fortnne? A new» 
gayer, more notorions dance to ruin for the race of 
Wroth, that was alL He heaved a sigh in the direction 
of the irreproachable, docile Mary Campbell. 

It was in the midst of such meditations that he 
received the message : 

" Expect me to-night at yoxir house. — Wroth.** 
Mr. Minohin tnmed the sheet over and over in 
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grey fingers. Impossible to sormifle what this might 
portend. Any freak was to be feared from such a 
brain. He noted the despatch was from Dover. It 
would seem as if the bridegroom had the thought of 
flying the countiy that held his wife; a Tery wise 
proceeding in Mr. Minchin's opinion. But why the 
retum? 

He strack the paper irritably in his pertorbation. 
One thing was dear — mj lord meant to spend his 
wealth lecklessly. Twenty poonds or so thrown away 
for this unnecessary haste. 

The lawyer sat mnsing nnpleasantly after his ax 
o'dock dinner. There was no flavoor in the glass of 
brown sheny before him. He eren thonght Mary 
Campbell's cooking had lacked its usnal perfection. 
He feit Sure the creature had wept into that Mcassee of 
lamb. There had been a want of crispness about her 
fried-fish balls» and, in his brief interview to-day, he 
had marked that her nose-tip was nnwontedly rosy. 
He remembered with discomfort how she had sniffed as 
he gave her his moming Orders. 

When Lord Wroth was annoonced by the little 
black-garbed body servant, who looked as if he was 
made of some old deed himself, so faded and dry-as- 
dost was he, the attomey rose fix>ni his seat, with 
marked disapproval and anxiety. 

Pallid, nnshaven, mud-stained, in the same riding 
garmenta he had chosen for the wedding, Wroth's 
appearance confirmed the lawyer's most nncomfortable 
suspicions. Bat after a few words had been ezchanged, 
after the young man, declining re&eshment, had taken 
seat and begon qoietly to explain the parpose of his 
Visit, Mr. Minchin almost staited to stare at him, 
passed a band over his eyes and stared again, as if to 
make quite sore he was not dreaming. He had seen 
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Wroth in many lights before; in gay humour — not 
often; in desperate^ reckless moods frequently; had 
Seen him now mocking, now fierce, now bitingly 
saidonic; bat never, as to-night, qtiiet, clear-brained, 
dignified, positively bosiness-like. It might have been 
a new man, successor to the great inheiitanoe and to 
the entanglements of a dead Wroth, and determined to 
do justice to both. 

*' I am going abroad, Minchin — ^possibly for a long 
period/' Wroth began, as he took a seat opposite his 
man of law. ''And, by the way, this reminds me; 
yoa will please send a note at once to my lodgings 
for my landlord thera There is not mnch time for 
my preparations — he must have it to-night/' So 
saying, he reached for paper and pen on a aide 
table and^scribbled a few Unes which he folded and 
directed« 

" Yes, I am going abroad/' he resnmed, when Mr. 
Minchin, ringing for the famnlus, had sent the man on 
the errand. ''I find it necessary to start to-morrow. 
I shall require a large snm of money, boüh in band and 
abroad. Dnring my absence it is my wish that yoa 
should examine and put in the way of settlement eveiy 
just daim against me. I shall keep yoa oonstantly 
aequainted with my address, that yoa may consult me 
upon any point that may appear necessary. You have 
already given me detaüs, I believe, of the extent of 
my new fortune. But I have not carried the figares 
in my head, I am only aware vaguely of its magni- 
tude. I should like to go into the matter fully with 
you to-night, in view of certain ezpenditures which 
it is my intention to make in connection with the 
estate." 

Mr. Minchin's glance was fixed on the handsome 
fifeoe. Astonishment began to give way to an increaaing 
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senae of self-satisfaction ; a glow crept to bis cheeks. 
Here^ then, was the reward for bis daring ; the acknow- 
ledgment of bis subtle stratogy ; tbe guerdon of all bis 
troubles and bitter anxieties. Bat for bis daring stroke, 
bis stroke of genios, ibis tranaformation would never 
bave taken place ; tbis rational joung nobleman would 
now be an ezUe from bis dismantled bome, only 
escaping tbe debtors' prison by tbe privilege of tbe 
rank be bad disgraced. Tbe downward course once 
startedy tbe idtimate destmction wonM bave come witb 
dizzj swifbness. 

The attomey slowly addressed bimself to bis 
neglected glass, and rediacoYered tbe admirable nutti- 
ness of bis sbeny. He rubbed bis bands. His sbarp 
smile took a positive tendemeas as Wrotb proceeded 
in tbe same deliberate, masterful tones : 

" I understood jou to saj tbere was a laige balance 
of accumukted interest available. Ko doubt tbese 
smns bare been invested, bnt I sboold propose to draw 
npon tbat fand for tbo settlement of debta and my 
immediate expenses." 

"Quito so, my lord. Tbere is sometbing like a 
bundred tbousand — four years' accumnlations — wbicb, 
witb tbe income of tbe investments " 

Wrotb raised bis band. " One moment, Mr. Minebin» 
before going into tbat. I will, if you pleaae, oonclude 
tbe atatement of my plans." 

Mr. Minchin stared again ; then a cbuckle escaped 
bim: 

" Upon my word/' be tbougbt, " be*s got a stiain of 
tbe City grandfatber in bim, after aU. And 'tis I sball 
bave discovered it. Yes, I am all attention, my lord/' 
be said. 

As Wrotb proceeded, tbe grey bead nodded afh 
provingly from time to time. Quite so. He was 
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unreservedly of his lordship's opinion. All moneys 
expended, within reason, on the estate, must be 
r^aiddd as a reinvestment. The place was a waste, 
as his loidship saicL The park and woods must be 
replanted. Quite so. And the honse — in a sad State 
of dilapidation, Mr. Minchin had lamented it on more 
than one ocoasion — ^pnt in thorongh repair. That was 
imperative. Oertainly Mr. Bertram might be tmsted, 
with sufficient help, to remain in chaige at the Abbey 
dozing the canying out of the work. 

It was only when the young man's voioe, a Uttle 
hnsky with fatigue, bat onfalteringly clesr and precise, 
went on to give Orders anent the chorch and its 
restoration, that the lawyer'sfiace became overshadowed 
again. 

Here was the first sign of retoming folly. Sestore 
thechnrchl 

** Surdy, my lord . • . your lordahip has made such 
admirable resolutions, showed so muoh sense, and if I 
may so phrase it, so much business capaoity, up to this, 
that I venture to lay before you the disadvantage of 
an unnecessary expense of this kind» when so great 
demands are being made upon your funds. Buins are 
very pioturesque in a park. Bestoration of the church I 
Is your lordship aware of the magnitude of the under- 
taking t " 

Wroth raised his eyes fiom the contemplation of 
his ringless hands. He drew Us brows swif tly together : 

«' Won't the fortune stand it ! " 

*' Oh, certainly, my lord— certainly the fortune will 
stand it. But I should fall in my duty did I not point 
out " 

'' Your duty to-night, Mr. Minchin, is to note my 
Instructions.'' 

Their glanoea met Again the unwonted red 
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fliokered on Üie attome/s clieekbones. He did not 
qtiite know what to make of Üua nnknown spirit that 
Beemed to have taken possession of Lord Wroth's 
haadsome yonng body. The old extravagance was 
breaking forth, jet with a difierence. 

'* And see/' went on Wroth, " that the best man in 
England has chaige of it — and, mark yoa» not a stone 
bat in its old place, not a orocket or a leaf from the 
felloVs own fancy. Is this qtiite deart It ahall 
stand, I teil yon, in its aneient glory/' 

Mr. Minchin, this time snrreptitioasly, tnmed a 
cnrions look npon the Speaker. Wroth's eyes were 
Wide. He seemed to be fixing some distant vision of 
beauty. His Ups were parted npon a faint smile. 
The lawyer came as near an internal oath as his 
oorrect attitude of ndnd had ever approached. 

''C!onfoTmd the young man • • • looks like a poet 
now 1 '* 

The far-away eyes came back to reality with swift- 
ness. Mr. Minchin shifted uneasily from the sharp, 
qnestioning glance that feU upon him. Coughing 
behind bis band : 

" Quito so, my lord/' he atfirmed. ** Sir John Soane 
is no doubt the proper man for the pnrpose — or Mr. 
WilMns, perhaps. And as yonr lordship said, all 
restoration to the property may, after all, be regarded 
as an investment to the pvofit of yonr lordship's 
descendants." 

No sooner had the words left his Ups than he 
xealised their enormity. 

The blood welled to Wroth's face in an angry wave. 
The heavy Uds feil over his eyes, the wings of his 
nostrils dUated npon his qnick breathing. The attomey 
ooughed again ; made a pretenoe of diawing forth his 
note-book and entering the heads of his instractions* 
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But the silence pressed even upon bis unsenaitlve 
imagination with a honible intendty. Mr. Mmchin, 
however, as he had already proved, was a man of 
good courage« The very essence of his vocation in 
life, as he was fond of saying himself, was the giasp- 
ing of the nettle. He closed the book with a snap, 
and, looking ap, remarked in his quietest business 
voice: 

"Lady Wroth called on me this very morning, 
my lord, and I handed her the first instalment of her 
allowanoe." 

The blood ebbed so quickly from the yonng man's 
face, that again, for an instant, his companion had a 
sense of alarm. 

" A glass of wine, my lord/' he oried, reaching ont 
for the decanter. 

But Wroth motioned the attention from him with 
impatient band. Some curious pride of profession 
jnbilated within the lawyer's sonL 

*'Ill make a man of him — ^I'll make a man of 
him yetr* he said to himself. ^'Your lordship/' he 
pursued, " would have done better with Maiy Camp- 
bell. I may teil you that the lady of your choice 
was scarcely satisfied with the generous, very generons 
Provision for her. And in other ways, besides 

ec»nomy " He broke off; Wroth had clapped a 

hand upon his wrist. 

"Minchin," he whispered, "that knot you've tied 
so oarefully and so tight about my neck . . ." the 
cold fingers relinquished their touch, and Wroth was 
now pulling at his stock with muoh the same gestore 
he had used in the churchyard after the marriago 
ceremony. " That knot you tied/' he went on ; ** can 
it never be undone, man — never ? " 

Mr. Minebin stared; for once his ezcellent 
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composiud failed him. The answer leaped from bis 
mouth before he had time for reflection : 

"The marriage coold be annulled — anntilledy mj 
lord — and a pretty kettle of fish that would be . • • 
for US all, my loid. And your lordahip a pauper again. 
Good God!" he exclaimed, as the idea Struck more 
piercingly home, " you are surely not thinking of any 
Steps in that direction, Lord Wroth 1 It would be my 
min as well as yours." 

His lips tiembled. Truly, truly, the righteous 
man is punished swiftly who steps one line from the 
straight path ! 

Wroth drew back. The sudden light faded from 
his face; the gleam from his eye. Ee gave a short 
laugh — the laugh of past reckless hours. 

" HuUo, Minchin, is it as bad as all that ? Steeped 
in crime« and all for me, are you? No, never fear« 
I'll not go back on you. And pauper, you say? I 
can*t afford it, and that's the ugly truth. Gad, no, I 
can't afford, now, to be a pauper 1" He feil silent 
on the thought; his mind worked. ^'It's devilish! 
A pauper aad she so rieh. A pauper ? Worse than 
pauper, bound by debt, ruined, a dbgraced man. . . . 
And she, rieh, to go to her with a sordid scandal, the 
mud of the courts, reeking with the notorieties of a 
fraudulent, ignoble marriage! Impossible! ... So 
it's tied for lifo, is it?" he cried again aloud, with 
still his laugh of self-mookery. "Ko way out of 
it, eh? Not even with your legal twists and 
wriggles ? " 

Mr. Minchin passed a band across his damp 
brow. 

"There is divorce, of coursa Divorce would not 
inyalidate the provisions of the will as the annul« 
xnent undoubtedly would. Only . . . ." he paused 
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agaio. Decidedly the whole business was proving too 
mach for hixn; he was speaking to-night like the 
gieenest of articled olerks. 

** Only what, man ? Out with it ! " 

" Divoroe can only take place in cases where the 
contracting parties have actnally lived together. Now 
you and Lady Wroth " 

He broke ofif again, for Wroth turned upon him 
with a mnrderous look. The yoong man rose abruptly 
from his seat, and walked over to the window, flinging 
the cnrtain aside to gaze out into the night. An 
nnseen moon silvered the edge of the roofs and tower 
of St. Helen's. An oil lamp flickered, orange and 
yellow^ at each comer of the little oourt, and against 
one of them the budding branches of a lilac tree 
nodded and beckoned. A f ew window Squares shone 
warm out of the opposite hooses— for the rest, all was 
dark €uad silent. 

''I was about to remark» my lord," prooeeded 
Mr. Minchin desperately, ''that Lady Wroth or 
yourself ** 

For the third time he was interrupted. Wroth 
wheeled round, with all the old iierce passiou in 
his mien» with something added, a deeper, angrier 
note, as of faller manhood, and more bitter under- 
standing. 

^'Never mention that name to me again/' he 
thundered* 

And then he came back slowly to the table, sat 
down and dropped his head upon his handa» 

"My God/' he said in a kind of cry: "We have 
made a suocess of this business, have not we, Minchin, 
a oomplete saccess ? '* 

Hard into the night the two men sat together. 
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But neyer a word passed between them, from that 
moment forward, bat dealt wiih the severest detail 
of accounts, powers, and authoritie&u 

And about that time, Sebastien Ficaid, the French 
valet, oveijoyed at the thought of letnming to bis native 
land, after so many jears, waa eagerly applying bis 
vaU^ de hanne maisan clevemess to all tiie preparations 
f or a long tonr abroad« 



CHAPTER XVIII 

Mon-Befos raises its little giay and pink stone fa$ade 
on the westem skirt of the forest of^topi^gne, between 
the deep woods and the wide champaign of Artois. 
Dignified according to French custom by the title of 
chateau, it is in fact merely a coquettish maüon de 
eampagne, built in Louis XV. days — the days of 
Watteau, of acented and elegant rustic life, of arüfidal 
aimplicity — ^by a high-living memb» of the once 
great feudal family of La Roche-Amand. This nobie- 
man deaired a diacreet retreat, sußsammerU gylvestre, 
according to the taste of the age, yet not out of 
reach of bis Service du Boy; and for two genera- 
tions it had sheltered, no doubt, very charming 
existences. 

After the tidal wave of the Terror had swept over 
France, Mon-Bepos alone was Mt to the last of that 
race, of all bis wide possessions. 

Spiridion Hyacinthe Ain^d^e, Comte de la Bocho- 
Amandy had been left early chef de farniUe, and had 
known yeais of wealth, power, and happiness before 
the cataclysm. Flung then into one prison, transferred 
to another, he had, by some freak of fate, ultimately 
been forgotten in the count of the guillotine, while the 
nearest and furthest of his kin atoned to France for 
blood, rank, and refinement He had been two years a 
prisoner when the ninth of Thermidor broke open the 

2^ 
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looks and he emeiged to find himsdf a rnined and _i/ 
desolate man. His wife, firadl flower of jouth, his 
yonng biothers, his relations, his very (semnta, all 
were gone 1 The anoestral estates in Anjon weie 
sacked and bumed; his Paris hotel in the Marais 
confiscated to national uses. Only by the fidelity of 
the &nner oouple who, during the long yeais of 
stress, had Charge of Mon-Bepos amid the woods, was 
he on the Bestoration enabled to leassert his title 
to this small firaotion of his property. In the inter- 
mediate period he became one of that band of Smigrh 
as familiär to London as to C!oblenZ| to Qeneva as to 
Turin. 

At the latter place the C!omte de la Boche-Amand-— 
nnder the name of M. Spiridion, save the noUesse ! — 
eamed the meagre bread that snfEtced to keep a sad 
sool in a lean body. He had always had a pretty 
taste for mnsic: this, with the memory of airs and 
graces, dP conrtly salutes and delicate finger-touches, 
stood alone between him and beggary. And at Turin 
it was that little Juliana Tempest, the nine-year-old 
daughter of the English Ambassador to the Court of 
Savoy, became his pupU. 

i^m the first an extraordinary sympathy drew 
him to the child. It was perhaps because of some 
resemblanoe he chose to find in her deep eyes to those 
that had been the brief» pure joy of his life ; perhaps, 
again, because of the patemal instinct that grows but 
the stronger in most men when all youth is past, for 
he loved all children in his gentle, tired way. *^La 
dMideuH päiU" he was thinking, when on their 
first forgaöiering she snddenly looked np and their 
eyes met. He started; that deep, grave, uncduld- 
lüce, rather moumful gaze, so strangely purple nnder 
the black hair, reminded him — ^Tbe pain in hia 
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8oal, lolled» hidden away, fdlenoed, awoke and Glied 
out 

Something moved her to cross the floor and lay 
her hand on his clenched fingers. From that moment 
the father in him lived for her. As for the child 
Jüliana, when questioned and teased for her in- 
fatoation for M. Spiridiony ehe conld only find one 
answer: 

<' He look» 80 sad.'* 

But^ nnknown to henelf» there was another rea8<m : 
her secretivelj paaaionate aatnxe ahready yeamed for 
an aheorbing affection. Her mother was dead, her 
father engrossed in the arduons diplomatic woik of 
those vexed days — a dry, ailent man» who haidly 
thought of his daughter exoept as an additional bürden 
in lifo. By-and-by the dancing maater began to give 
lessons in French» then also in musio to the little lady 
of the embassy, for Sir Julian Tempest was delighted 
to find a person of confidence to whom he conld depnte 
some of his responsibilitLes. 

The imiffrS and his pupil became, by pdyate 
consent, '^mon parrain/* *'ma ßUeuU^ — the oddest 
companions at their distant ends of lifo; withal^ 
the most delioately matched. They owed to eaoh 
other more than either perhaps realised. Besides the 
mere intellectnal instruction (and Spiridion had been 
a trifle bitten by the philosophical movement of 
his early manhood» and had more sedolous know- 
ledge thau most of his own class) Joliana leamed 
precions lessons from a oharacter tiiat overwhehning 
oalamity had not embittered. As for him, what she 
bronght into his desolate heart was as ftagiant as 
xncense. 

When the msh of Bonaparte's arms diove the 
Connt of Savoy, and with it tbe ambassador, to tho 
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island seoimty of Sardinia, bitter was ihe parting 
between Spiridion and Juliana. They vowed like 
lovers not to forget ; and f or once such a promise was 
kept. In course of titne the fate of diplomaoy took 
Sir Julian to Morence, and there Jolisna married. 
Monsieur Spiridion gave himself leave of absence from 
bis laborioosly coUected conneotion, hurried to tbe 
City of Flowers to see for bimsdf how they were 
disposing of bis ohild. Ob, tUs was not tbe marriage 
be bad dreamed for bar. . • • A man as old as bimself. 
Monstrons I He made one fatile attempt at remon- 
strance witb tbe ambassador, was very properly put 
back in bis place» and retumed to bis drudgery witb 
an acbing beart. In tbeir two years' Separation tbe 
cbild bad grown into a beautiful woman. Wbat 
were tbey doing witb ber youtb» ber splendour, and 
ber bidden beart of gold ? To give ber to Mordante 
dei Yespi, the old Florentine r&ui — ^Mordante of tbe 
wasp sting I 

For tbe first time be tbougbt of tbat pale vision 
witb tbe violet eyes, tbat so faintly resembled Juliana's 
magnificent reality, witb a feeUng akin to peape : there 
might be worse fates tban tbe quick passage of tbe 
guillotine for a man's most beloved 1 

Yet wben a year later Juliana insisted on bis 
spending a summer week witb tbem in the Castle up in 
the hüls, be oould not but admit to bimself tbat the 
monstrous marriage seemed to have tumed out extra* 
ordinarily well. Juliana seemed content; Gount 
Mordante was apparently a courteous, kindly busband 
wbose constant memory of bis own years, of bis wife's^ 
gave to tbe married intercourse a dignity tbat was not 
witbout some romance of its own. And she bad grown 
curiously womsnly for ber years; serene brow bore 
token to serene souL But tbe old tmigri^ witb tbe 
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perspioacity of love, lead in her veiled eyea tbe 
«lambering dream. 

^^PdfUT Dieul that she may not awakent" he 
prayed to himself. 

It was partly owing to the parraMs eamest 
advice that the ßlleule kept heiself 80 apart iiom the 
World. 

^Liflten, my danghter,** he had said to her; ''a 
yotmg wife to an old man will have seandal about her 
in this Society if she so mach as take a oup of chocolate 
from the fingen of a yonng man." 

Jnliana's own mood was for solitnde ; so it was easy 
for her to be docile to such connsel. 

With the Bestoration of the French foyal line, the 
fmiffrS retomed to France to resnme his name and to 
enter into snch remnant of property as he conld still 
e&tablish his title to. Modest enough it was ; bat the 
(Tomte de la Boche-Amand's wants had grown modest 
too ; every thing now was luxury to the dandng mester : 
his own hoose, his own gardens, above all> his own 
country. There is no nation in the world whose eziles 
suffer from such yeaming for the homeland as tbe 
French ; U mal du pay$ consumes every poor banished 
son ef that fair countiy. 

Yet Spiridion left in Italy, in spite of his joy of 
retnrn, a deep regret : Juliana, his little Julian^ never 
more than ohild-high to his heart. She wrote^ it is 
tnie» long detailed letters, at regulär intervals, for a 
whole year. Then came the rejoici^g news of her 
joumey to England and her promise of a halt at Petit- 
Bepos on her way back to Florenoe. And after that 
followed a great disappointment to the old man, a 
great trouble, a mystery. At the very acme of his 
ezpectation she sent tidings that she was detained 
in England by the illness of foeterndster P«8gie» 
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Spiridion knew all about Peggie, aB indeed up to 
then he had known even to the innermost folds^ 
of ÜxQ web of Juliana's life. Bat here came the first 
bieak in the intimacj. After a prolonged silence a 
letter leached him from Florence, fall of excuses : she 
had had to bring the invalid straight to their destina- 
tion. The Count would spare her no longer. She 
loved her parrain always as dearly ; dhe gaye him a 
füll description of Peggie's health, of their jonmey — 
and she told him nothing. It was as if a door had 
been shut between them. 

''Something is most certainly happening/' said 
Comte Spiridion in the dim salon of Mon-Bepos» as, 
propping his chin npon one hand^ he stared at the 
crossed sheets. He gnessed too well what the some- 
thing was — ^the only thing that conld have produced 
this retioence. Even to a mother, the daughter keeps 
Beeret the tale of first love, 

A Vision of Jnliana's face suddenly rose before him : 
her face as he had seen it npon their last farewell ; its 
lovely pallor, framed by the dark masses of hair; her 
sweet deep eyes welling vrith slow tears fbr his 
departnre; her Ups faintly trembling. Bnt now^ 
into those eyes had come, he thought, the knowledge 
ihey had missed hitherto. Jnliana and love. . . . 
And the old man, the wasp, between Juliana and love ! 

Comte Spiridion's heart became filled with devoür- 
ing anxiety . Had he listened to its prompting, he would 
have packed and started that instant for Italy. But he 
had a wise brain, as well as a tender heart ; and, above 
all, an exquisite sense of reserve. He had to the 
strengest degree what he would himself have described 
as la pudefu/r de Vaffecticn, No— there was no eiy for 
him, in this letter. On the contrary, it was the dosed 
door. 



\. 
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God forbid ihat he should intrude bis old love and 
bis old wisdom. When sbe wanted bim, she would 
find bim. Tor the rest, a little patemal advice upon 
the minor question of tbis Peggie waa all be oonld 
permit bimself. 

" Mistrast tbat little one, fna ßlh" be wrote in 
hin thin, flowing band. "She will give you troable 
yet" 

To the moment of her bosband's death, Joliana sent 
the usoal fortnightly letter. Yet that locked door was 
not set open, not by the smallest fraction. And after 
tbe event which made her a widow, the Count feit as if 
bars and padlocks were now added to tbe bairiers tbat 
divided them. He bad wanted to basten to her at tbis 
cnaiB, more than be bad ever wanted anything, perbaps, 
since Ins great tragedy. Bat again refinement kept bim 
bom offering more than a bint of willingness. It was 
only when, at the beginning of tbis last March, Jaliana 
bad fallen into complete silence, tbat, baanted by an 
increasing sense of her need of bim, he wrote fhmkly 
from bis heart : 

" Do yoa not want me, my child ? For a whole 
year I have feit that yoa needed the old parrain. 
Well, again, you know where to find bim. Or be can 
come and find you? He is not yet so old, little 
Jolfana» bat that he coold not make very good haste 
to your aide." 

It was fear weeks since that letter bad gone ; and 
there was silenoe stilL 

Madame Thomas, tbe excellent gouvemante at Mon- 
Bepos» and Prosper, Monsieur le Comtess rustic bat most 
devoted body-servant, both observed with desolation tbat 
their master was growing tbinner. 

" And there was not toe muoh of bim, to b^n with,'' 
oried Madame Thomas. Prosper bad just imparted 
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to her the appalling tidings that M. le Gomte now 
gave more than half his meal to Biribi, the greedy 
spanieL 

'' I misdonbted something," said Ptosper. ^ Biribi, 
who [is becoming every day more like a barrel, and 
Monaieiur le C!oiiite more like a skeleton. So I looked 
through the door chink." 

'* Monsieur le CSomte would not wonnd mj feeUngs 
by leaying my diahes, monsieur, who knows I have 
my pride in his little dinners 1 Ah, mon Dieu, and 
he does not even care for his vioÜn any morel'' 
Madame Thomas wiped her eyes with her apron as 
she spoke. 

The end of April it was. The lüac was all bnrsting 
into brown buds arotmd Fetit-Bepos. The beeches of 
the park were dreamlike in delicate green. Ciowslips 
enamelled the new grass. The birds were having a 
yery orgy of song in treetops and underwood. Except 
for the viyid, jewel green of yomig leaf and blade, the 
flaming of tnlip and jonqnil, the spring werld was 
drawn in faint tints. A misty blae haze hung over 
woods and the meadows ; the sky was pale aznre ; pale 
amethyst were the lines of low hills in the westem 
distanoe ; and to the north, the east, and the sonth, the 
gieat forest was blorred in dim and melting huea, 
greys and mauves, rosset of old wood, olive of ygung 
buds. 

The intozicating scent of spring was in the air ; 
mingled with the pnngent fragranoe of wood smoke. 
La Boche-Amand inhaled it with that msh of memory 
which scent, more than any other bodily appeal, brings 
to the mind, but he oonld look back on that far past, 
now, more with tendemess than pain. As far as his 
own lifo was ooncemed, the serenity of evening had 
fallen upon him. 
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Yet tbere was a dond on the hoiizoik As he stood 
npon his teirace and looked out iiito the divine Apit 
aftemoon, the thought of Juliana obsessed him with 
more than ustial pertinacity. What vaa she doing, that 
poor child } Why was she dumb t It could not be 
illness, for that would not have been kept a seoret 
Ko, he feit the certitade that the trouble was of the 
souL 

But it is the blessing of the old that they become as 
children, soothed by little interesting events of the honr. 
Yonder was a blackbird, making tiills and ronladesy 
sweeter than are ever heard from haman thioatt 
Positively there was quite a definite phiase of melody 
in those liquid notes. It reminded him of a romance 
which he heard in the Floxeace days, and he was moyed 
to try if he could recall the inspiration. 

And now Madame Thomas^ in the kitchen, xejoioed 
as the violin strains again welled into the hoose. 

" Eh, eh, that goes better/' she said, nodding over 
her copper pan, ''It comes pat. Just as my little 
earri de veau is tuming such a beautif ul gold ! Mon- 
sieur le Comte shall not give it to Biribi to^day. He 
plays ; he will have appetite t '^ 

With a last fond look at the masterpiece, the 
excellent woman slipped on her clogs and pattered into 
the potager to select her petü icm^t^— chives, chervil» 
parsley, and tonagon — ^for the green salad that was to 
escort her roast. 

Great was her astonishment, as she was p$tssing the 
kitchen-garden gate, to behold, ooming swiffcly across 
the meadow path towards the terraoe, a stränge lady, 
some one Madame Thomas had never seen before, 
Kone of the Count's neighbours was the least like this 
tall, beautiful woman, with her pale face, her long 
black rohes, who walked like a princess, yet moved 
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with aa air of eagemees, aa if ahe was Coming home. 
Her hat hiu^ on her arm and the winA played through 
the ripples of her hair. 

The stranger stopped at the gate and looked at 
Madame Thomas wiUi pleasant eyes^ a smile on her 
lipe. 

" Is the Ciomte de la Boohe*Amand at home ? '* ehe 
a^ked. 

Madame Thomas roUed her arms nnder her blue 
apron and cnrtseyed. 

**M^, ma belle dorne >" she began. 

But the visitor lif ted her glored hand : 

'' Kay, I hear, I hear/' she interrapted. '' That is 
his violin.'' She stood a while listening ; the bird song 
and the yoice of. the Tiolin intermiDgied very quaintly, 
all in the perf omed air* " Don't announoe me/' she 
aaid« her fingers on the latoh of the gate, ^ I haye oome 
to Visit the Count My chaise is wsiting on the road. 
I want just to walk in on him, straight." 

•• But does M. le (dornte expeot 1 ** 

" He always ezpects me/' seid the stranger, 
enigmatically. 

Madame Thomas gave up trying to work ont her 
astonishment. She trotted in front of the visitor — just 
as she was^ in her oooking apron and sabots. Never 
was such an adventurel She clumped into the houae 
and opened the door of the great saloon were M. le 
Comte was performing a wonderful run upon the 
strings« 

" Uhe belle dame pau/r M. le Comte l" she cried 
importa&tly, and fluiig the door wida She drew 
back, but no fnrthar than the threshold; aocording to 
her creed of devotad familiär Service» she was at leasfc 
entiüed to view the meeting. 

La Boche« Amand glanced up firom his fiddle, with 
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bis bow poised in the xmddle of a sweep ; tken he flong 
the iiiBtrainent on the conch and came forward, aims 
extended. 

('*It mnat have been as ihe hdy said, that he 
expected her Bomehow/' Madame Thomas afterwaida 
inf ormed Plrosper. ** For, my tBÜk, IL le Comte did 
not look Burpiised, only hia eyes shone: you ahould 
have Seen them shinel And his face, white as my 
linen, bnt shining too I ") 

The old man took his visitor by both hands. Every 
Bound he had drawn in mosic had been a thonght of 
her : it seemed as if he had evoked her. Keither spoke 
for a while ; then taking her head delicately between 
his fingers, he kissed her forehead. 

" My child, my very dear child • . .*• 

And here Madame Thomas stepped out of het sabots 
and, holding ihem in one band, padded briskly back to 
her own domain. By the mercy of the good God, she 
had a chicken in the larder. There ahould be a 
frieaasSe to the Square of reaL Prosper was in his 
pantiy. Shrilly sIm called t 

" Despatch, you great good-for-nothing I Theie's a 
daughter oome to visit M. te C!omte, and she's a prineess 
if ever there was one." 

After the kiss of greetii^, Comte Spiridion continued 
to hold JuUana's head with tender hands, while he gazed 
down into her beloved face* Characteristically, silence 
was still upon hea: as the purple eyes looked back into 
his ; and slowly a great tear rose and brunmed down 
each cheek. 

It iwas the face he had seen in his troubled Vision. 
And lot in her eyes was what he had feaied to find. 
Love had oome to her and with it not happiness. 

She disengaged herseif quietly» and brushed the 
moisture from her lashes. 
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^ Behold, parrain^ I am herei at last It is ao good 
to see 701I9 and that is why I ciy." 

Ihen Comte Spiridion knaw that though she bid 
oome to him, the door was not jet to be opened 
between them. 



CHAPTER XIX 

To pass wiihia tbe high park walla of Mon-BepoB was 
to enter into a bygone centiuy. 

The fragrance of a lost oourtesji of an outwom 
elQganoe, was in the very air. Some thirty years of 
sayage disraption» of rapine and massacre, of warfare 
and barbaiic conqnest, of gross spkndonr and tragic 
defeaty had changed royal France; changed £rom the 
heartsand tdicea of her children to the very phy siognomy 
of the land itself • Only in a few oatlying, forgotten 
oomers, such as this, lurked the ghosts ef ancient days. 
Two score miles to the south, Paris might still be 
ofBicially rejoioing in the Eestoration of her soyereign ; 
but it was only the semblance of fioyälty — a thonsand 
throats might raise the cry of '* Vive U Boy " : but 
royalty was dead in France, and the spirit that had 
killed it was living. 

At Mon-Bepos the soent of the lilies lingered. In 
spite of the small means of its master, althoogh a mere 
peasant lad united in his person all the ehiu^es that 
the M6n-Bepo6 of l^gone days imperatively reqidred 
for its Service — ^major-domo, confidential valet^ ehoMewr 
and laquaü dPa%tichambT$^ not to speak of gaidener 
and stableman — ^the spiiit of the grand seigneur, the 
high tone of the days of old remained supreme and 
would remain, while a La Boche-Amand roled. The 
incommunicable supremacy of his birth düng to the 
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^vr de France who had been dandng master, at 
becomingly as did hia old?world gannents. 

" How verj splendid 70a are, man parrain t " said 
Juliana on their first meetmg; the moroing after her 
arrival. 

It was in the garden. She had halted in her 
meditative walk between the iowb of jonquÜB to smile 
at him aa he hurried towards her. Her ejes ran with 
a tender amnsement fix>in the wonderfiil lace of hia 
raffle to the sheen of the pearl brocade waistooat^ 
repeated in the Stockinga that dnng to the fine lean 
1^8. *'In a sUk ooat, too, and at this hourl My 
dear godfather, is thia TriAnon, and are we expecting 
her Majesty ? " 

" It is to do 70U honoor, Jnliana. I do not expect 
any other qneen." 

''Alasl" she said, '^that all this black of mine 
shonld bring such a blot to the pioture I " 

La Boche-Amand peered searehinglj ander the 
shadow of her hat. Then he toached the black scarf 
floating on her shoalders with an almost timid finger: 

** You were alone^ my poor childr' 

She tamed her eyes upon him ; and for the first 
time in all his acqoaintance with her, he saw them 
lookhartL 

" Once, when I was a little girl, I spoke, in yoor 
heaiingi evil of one who was dead. And yoa said to 
me: 'Death claims at leaat the diarity of silence.' 
Those were good woids, godfather." 

The kind gxey eyes, so astonishingly bright still 
ander the white brows and the powdered hair, became 
douded with doubt in which there was also something 
of pain« Thia adopted child of his loneUness, how she 
had grown away &om him, how she had pat him out 
of her life I Was he to know nothing, then ? Thia 
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pang of lost intimaoy» which nearly every parent in 
the flesh is bonnd to experience, was not to be spaied 
to bis Spiritual patemity. All the harder for bis 
delicate sonl to bear that the love be lavisbed bad no 
rigbts to Claim« 

Heie was new trouble be bad not suspected. 
Whatever the experience migbt bave been that bad 
oome into Juliana's life, it bad evidently biougbt wlth 
it wide-reaching results. Sbe wbom he bad left, 
bonouring and bonouied, more oompletely tban a luiion 
of such disparity wotdd bave seemed to Warrant, bad 
now upon the first allosion to the dead, an accent of 
bittemess, a steely fiasb of glanoa There came a 
heavy pause between them. Then Juliana laid a band 
upon bis breast : 

''Be patient with me, godfather. Ob, dear god* 
fatber ; I came to you to teil you every thing, to ask 
your belp and now that I am with you« I cannot 
speak 1 I bave not found myself yet." 

Sbe dzew neaier; and be saw her band wander to 
her forebead and then to her breast 

" There is fever, bere and bere/* sbe said, rather 
wildly. ** In a few days, amid this peace, with you, it 
will be different Bear fatber — the only real fatber I 
bave ever known— let me rest. It is so beautiful in 
this place, with the flowers and with you/' 

The old man trembled as be beld her to bim, 
silently. Words seemed too gross to bis subtle per- 
ception. With a sudden nervous gesture, startlingly 
nnlike the suave repose be bad always known in her, 
sbe flung her bat firom her head, that sbe migbt lay 
her face against bis Shoulder, like a cbild« The waves 
of her wonderful bair, disordered, invited bis mute 
oaxess. Again a little wbile they stood dumb. Then, 
iritb anot^ mood, sbe drew berself from bim. He 



WBOTH 237 

had thooght she had been weeping ; but tiie purple of 
her eyes was undimmecL 

" Oh, the goody peaceM life we ai6 going to have 
here, we two I " she cried. " Do you know, parrain^ 
since you have made yourself 80 handsome I am going 
to make myself lovely, jnst for you I Ihis black — ^fie 1 
with the Easter Coming I This monming— -oh, what a 
mockery ! Wait for me — I shall be back very qnickly." 
She took two ronning steps and halted, looked back at 
him over her Shoulder : " If you were to amuse y ourself 
by gathering a bouquet — eh, what say you } — to oom- 
plete a ioiUtU deprintempsl" 

She blew a kiss and yamshed round the bend of the 
box-wood hedge. 

Comte Spiiidion remained standing with eyes fixed 
on the spot where he had seen the last flutter of the 
black sdurf. Xhen he sighed and then he smiled. 

" Positiyely coquettish t Allans I (Test bien Famour 
quiltdtimtaueoBv/rl « . . Loveitself^thecapricionsboy I 
And she so grave, so sedate, even as a child. Whois Üie 
man? Where? Hersoulusedtobelikeamountainlake, 
sheltered from all winds. . . . JBSf hS/ but love comes 
sooner or later, and with him the storm, the troubled 
waters. Pauvre petite ! She is going to make herseif 
lovely— for the old godfather, of course 1 " And down 
somewhere in a hidden recess of bis wise, patient, tender 
heart there pricked a small subtle thom of jealousy. 

Bousing himself at last, he tumed his thoughts to 
her bebest. Jonquils ? No, too garish. The flowering 
wistaria? Exquisite in colour, but over-heavy a 
blossem. . « . Stay, only last Sunday moming he 
had noticed how the primroses starred the oopse of 
aspens near the entranoe gate. Primroses 1 Their 
scent as sweetly fiednt as their eolour. Against the 
fine iyoiy (tf her skin, their tints would delicately 
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harmoniaa Primrosee, ifith their message of hope. . . . 
That waa the posy for Jnliana ! 

There waa a ligbt, capricious wind and the ann 
ahone in benign glory between high racing white 
donda that never threatened nun, bnt only cast charm- 
ing qnick shadowa on the green of the yonng meadow. 
Down in the copae waa a dancing fretwork of light and 
ahade. The leafage waa far enongh advanoed to make 
the treea all aap-gieen, yet not ao fiu: bnt that eveiy 
ontline of bongh and twig remained defined. The 
aapena qnivered, now white, now ahadowed; and aa 
the breeze flnateied them, gaye ont their aonnd of faint, 
tremnlona langhter. The grass grew sparaely under 
the treea ; bnt there rose a whole spring generation of 
fem, the fironds still cnrled like fairy croziers in their 
nnpaintable hne of beryl ; and aronnd eyery hole, in 
eyery fold of gronnd, the primrose faces peering amid 
their large crinkled foliage. There was a hint of wild 
hyacinth aböut the glade ; bnt the piimrose mied — the 
copse waa fall of their snbtle breath. 

The old man stood a moment or two at the entrance 
of the wood, bathing bis sonl in the scene ; stirred out 
of its nsnal placidity, it was inyaded by a spreading 
aense of the beanty and pathos of the spring. Perhaps 
becanse he waa so ntterly apart from it, becanse Ufe 
had killed the yonth in him more completely than in 
most men, he seemed to find himself the more able to 
take in and to nnderstand. Leaping bough, blossem, 
soaring song, sayonrs of rising sap, heady scents npon 
the wind, dl the life and strife, yonng yigour and 
yearmng, all these things had no call for bis blood ; 
there was nothing in bis old frame to respond, but bis 
spirit was moyed to immense sympathy. 

O Pzixnayen • . • gioreatü dall' anno 
O Gioventü . • • primayera della yita I 
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He grew wann in bis heart at the thonght of the 
young life now finding shelter yonder nnder the eaves 
of his whilom empty honae; and he had a sudden, 
ineflbbly pleasing vision of Httle ones ronning abont 
ihoee empty passages, blooming in those dim Spaces ; 
dhildren whose Yoices shonld call him hon papa. He 
oonld not belieYe it possible that such a woman ad 
Joliana would love nnworthily ; and he knew it im- 
possible that anyone who had loved her cotdd ever give 
her np. Therefore— «ur9um earda/ After all, the 
spring had its promise for the old man. 

He was smiling as he began to gather the primroses 
for her bosom. The task was not without some difficulty» 
for he was a trifle stiff in the joints, and primroses mnst 
be stooped for. And then he was very caref ol in his 
ehdce, as serions and important ovar bis task as any 
ehild. 

There was a fairnsized bnnch of the innocent placid- 
faced things in his band when he paused. 

'' And to ihink it shonld be the old godfather, who 
gives her the gage of loye, on this moming made for 
love/' he mnsed. Who was the man ? He must break 
down this reserve between them, or how conld he help 
her? Yes, delicately, with preoantions infinite, he wonld 
indnce her heart to open to him. 

Qn the spnr of the impnlse he tnmed his steps 
back again towards the avenue, but suddenly halted in 
astonishment. Leaning over the iron raUings that 
fenoed the wood &om the meadowland stood a yomig 
man, wätching him. After a moment, Comte Spirxdion 
advanoed at a qoickened pace. 

Not tili he had oome to within a f ew steps of the 
atranger did the latter moye; then he straightened 
himself and awept the beaver from his head. The füll 
mmshine blased on dose crisp hair of an unwontedly 
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vivid chestnut hue; on a yoimg ftoe of almost chasioal 
chiaelling; on a straight, well-knit figure that aeemed 
iüBtinct with a splendid alertness.* 

'' My f aith, 'tifl a young god a-wander in my wooda 
, . , Apollo himself 1 Bufe» by Olympus, what seeks 
he here?'' thonght La Boche-Amand in his amaze- 
ment. He laid the primrose bnnch against his heart 
with a sweep, as if it had been the ehapeau^as of his 
Yersailles days, and bowed. 

" Monsieur } " he began, drawing closer. Then the 
whimsical fancy took shape on his Ups. (Old as one 
may be, a spring moming is apt to go to the head !) 
''And what may young Apollo be seeking in my 
park ? " he inquiied. 

The delicate faded face was wrinkled with gentle 
humour. But the god-like youth was smiling no longer. 
At the last words a fire had leaped to the brown eyes 
be opened wide upon the questioner* In the most 
grave voice he answered : 

'' He is looking for Daphne — Daphne, who has fled 
from him/' 

Spiridion, the primroses still dapped to his heart, 
contemplated him a moment in silenoe. GonflictiDg 
thoughts were busy in his mind. Here then was the 
romance he had but even now dreamed o£ Bomance 
very handsomely materialised in faithl üh gerUü- 
hamme, or he was no judge ; et tm Komme ä!€9fpriJtl 

" Daphne • • . ! Be reassuredi Apollo ! There is 
yet no laurel in these woods/' he pursued after a pause. 

<' I hope not/' answered the eztraordinary young 
man with the same seriousness. " I have made swift 
chase ! '' 

"Mythology aside, my dear sir/' said Spiridion, 
"may I request to know what has gained me the 
honour of y our visit } '' 
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''M. le Comte — for I take it you are the Ck>mte de 
Is Boche- Amandi** said the intrader — ^he spoke a yeiy 
dear Erenoh, but with an accent nomistakably English 
in it8 clipping purity of enunciation, ** mythology haa 
alieady expressed verj well the pnrpose of my visit. 
I am seeking a lady who, I am given to nnderstand^ 
ifl at present under yonr roof. I haye the moat earnesk 
reasons " 

''Apollo's reason?" interrapted Spiridion, with a 
twinkle in his eye. 

The other made a sudden gestnre. 

" Sir/' he said^ ** I find yon gathering flowers. You 
greet me with an allosion to classic poetry. You have 
been» sometime in life« I conjecture, on ApoUo's busi- 

ness yourself-— but '' His eyea flamed at a new 

tum of thought : '^Daphne • • » dbsit omenl** he cried. 
^' rU hava no more of ApoUo's story in this businesa. 
Sir, I am Lord Wroth. I love the kdy who is with 
you — her fine Italian name comes awkwardly to my 
tongue : I know her best as Juliana. I appeal to you 
to allow me speech of her." 

La Boche- Amand had not feit so keen an excite- 
ment these five and twenty yeaxs. A red spot b^an 
to bum on either withered cheek. It was as if the 
fire consuming the young man had fotmd its reflection 
in the old one. After all, it is the best that is left to 
age, to warm ita heart at the fires of youth ! — So, it 
was as he had surmised: had not Jtdiana come to 
htm f rom England 2 And this yeax of her life-book — 
closed and sealed against him — ^had b^[un, he knew, 
with a Visit to England« Hai but that had been 
during her husband's lifetime. His pulses beat a 
little quicker t in glimmers, he fancied he understood. 
Plausible theories formed and reformed themselves, 
chasing each other in his brain. 
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'' GertBinly,^ he anawerod, with teierve, ''the lady 
vhose name is Joliana dwells hexe, as my guest.^ 

He cast a glanoe towards the hoose; and atarted 
alighüy. 

''See» miloid, here ehe comea. If joxvt presenoe 
is agreeabla to her» I shall be honomed to leceive 70U 
in my honse." 

Wroth's eyes foUowed. And Spiridion» looking 
back at him, saw the blood ebb firom the coontenance 
he had likened to that of a god; saw the full-cat, 
passionate Ups tremble ; saw the hand^ ungloved» that 
lay on the rail, tighten tili the bonee atarted. 

" AUonSy ü tst amoureux fou," thought La Bocb^ 
Amand. And there came lagain the odd bite cf 
jealoosy at his heart. 

But a few honrs ha/i he had his chüd to himaelf» 
and already they were broken in npon by thia stonn 
of youth and loTe and oonquesti The next instant 
a generous reaction overwhelmed all other feeUnga. 
It was right that the old father should make way 
for the young lover« To bring these two tt^ther, 
these two splendid beings: coold his last yeara be 
granted a more gracioua task? He genüy touched 
the tight-<denched band of Wroth« 

" Look/' he said, on the impolse of his heart. ^ She 
has cast off her mouming. Ah, with what a grace 
she sways in her lilao silks: snch tints have the 
wisteria blossoms ronnd her Windows yonder 1 JSli, hi, 
milord, how she walksl Does she not mind yon of 
Virgil's fragrant words : 

* < • • • PeddB Testts defluzM «d Ixnos, 
Sft tera Inoeesa patoit Dea t ' " 

There was a stränge mixture <^ bitter and sweet 
in Juliana's heart as she came forth into the I»ight 
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day, dad onca moie at befitted her owa jonth and 
tfaat of the World. 

The spring (that had gone even to Oomte Spiridion'B 
gnj head) had entered into her blood. Bat in the 
veiy potenoy of ita sweetness and the exquisite joy of 
its piomise, the deep-seated misery of her disillusioned 
love became the more intolerable, and all the yonth 
in her rose in defiance« Why shoald Aptü be so 
exqnisite, and all not be weU with her ? Why shonld 
the soft spring airs taunt her and suggest such perilons 
joys when reason, pride, all the innerwoman instincts 
of dignity forbade thexn? There came an nnknown 
recklessness over her. She wonld take firom this honr 
what the spring oonld give. She fonnd an almost 
pbysical pleasore in the challenge of her shimmering 
silks to mouming and regrets^ in the knowledge of her 
beanty — although no man might ever own it now. 
The breeze ran to meet her in the garden ; the gay life 
enveloped her. She hastened ; she wanted to see the 
old eyes, at least, rejoioe and prodaim bar beantiful. 

Frosper, very bnsy at the garden gate, setting shells 
about a tulip-bed, stared at her. 

*' 0, how magnifioent is madame I " cried he, with 
the sympathetic familiarity of bis kind, and blinked 
as if the vision dazzled. " Yes, madame, M. le Comte 
is down in the little wood." 

He opened the gate for her, dnmping in bis wooden 
sboon, and bowed as she sped by. 

The sun was in her eyes all the way down the 
avenue ; and she had come bare-headed, for she loyed 
to feel the winds play throngh her hair. To her the 
two men, yonder by the fence gate, were but two 
black figorea in the dancing glare. She saw them 
move and come forward — ''Godfather and bis garcU- 
Aasse, or some neighbonr/' she thonght It was only 
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when qaite dose apon them that 8he halted in her 
8wift nndolating walk. Spiridion, keenly watching 
her face, marked the sudden pallor that swept acroas 
it» kindied to that which Btill lay on the strangei^s 
oonntenance. He was fall of wise saws, gamered in 
the conrse of a life the greater part of which had 
been spent as a mere observer. 

**Anumr qui rougit-^fleuretU/ Amour quipälü — 
drame du cotur I " he said to himsel^ 

" Qodfather •..!'• 

Upon the cry Jnliana put out her hand blindly. 
And, as the Comte hastened to her, she swayed a 
little against him. He took the cold fingers in Üs. 

" My dear daughter," he said grayely — " this gentle- 
man will not remain an instant with us, ahould his 
presenoe be distressing to you." 

'* Shall I go, Juliana ? " said Wroth, in a low voice. 

The treacheiy of the spring, of her own youth! 
Bhe could find no word of disTnisflal. The blood rushed 
back from heart to brain« Through the confusion of 
her thoughts, through the clamour of her puIses, she 
heaid her godfather speaking : 

''Milord Wroth," he was saying, ceremoniously, 
** wül you do me the honour of remaining to breaküast 
with me to-dayf And as he spoke, he pressed 
Juliana's hand. 

Wroth bowed acceptance. He too was silent 
Even his lids were cast down over eyes perhaps too 
eloquent. All three tumed and moved slowly towards 
the house. 

When they had reached the porch, Spiiidion stood 
a seoond or two grayely oontexnplating Juliana. Upon 
the ivoiy pallor of her cheeks now bloomed a flower 
of perfect carmine; brief, wonderful blosaom of the 
wonderful brief hour of young love. He laid hia 
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primrose posy in her band with the ceremony which 
belonged to the occasion. 

** Gathered as biddeo, my dear one." In hiB heart 
he was saying to himself : ''To-morrow it will not be 
of the old man she will ask flowers." 

As Juliana fastened the bonch at her breast, she 
feit the eyes of Wroth npon her. The singidarly 
penetrating yet faint breath of the primroses bronght 
her back with a fierce vividness to that honr of passion 
and misery, when she had picked np Peggie's nosegay 
to complete the ontward semblance of her deception. 
She was suddenly back in the bare church of the 
Wells ; back in the graveyard. Nansea, almost faint* 
nessy came over her, followed by qnick revolsion. The 
band she had raised to dash the flowers from her 
kerchief, pressed them to her throat She bent to draw 
their scent into herseif. Was she not bis wife 7 And 
he was dose, and it was spring I 



CHAPTER XX 

Madakb Thomas tossed an Omelette — such a one as 
she alone oonld toss. And there was a Kavarin of veal 
— j« ne vom dis que fa/ She twitched abont her 
kitchen with a flame of scarlet on either sallow cheek. 
She popped the bntter into the pan vith an imperial 
band; here were days» indeed, for Mon^-BeposI AI« 
ready in the last twenty-four hours she had sent up 
viands whioh in ordinary times would have lasted M. le 
Comte's house a week ; bub she did not regret it, far 
fipom that The credit of the house was in her keeping, 
she would nphold it to the last egg. Not only a 
princess — ^in spite of Mrs. Panton's elaborate ezplana* 
tions in broken French, Madame Thomas clung to her 
first Impression — ^but an English milord now to pro- 
vide fori Yet it was worth it. Had Prosper seen 
M. le Comte this moming ? Beautif ul as the day he 
was ! Hein f 

In the long, cool, ÜBuled dining-room, however, it 
was only Comte Spiridion himself who did justice to 
the housekeeper's exceUent dishes. Wroth and Juliana,, 
held in a dreamy spell, could not biing their thoughts 
to material entities. Scarce were they oonscious of 
surroundings, only of each other. There was a wine 
that had lain buried in the cellars of Mon-Sepoa 
through the death struggle of the last monarchy, through 
the triumph of the populace, through the gloiies of the 
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Empire, maturing in silenoe and darkness its secret 
essences. It sang now out of the dingy botüe into the 
glass : golden, Inaidioiis, captivating. Spiridion looked 
with wifle tender eyee at his young guests, and ever 
and anon silently toasted them. He had kept at heart 
the guilelessneas of a ohild, in spite of ezperiencea 
snch as come to few men. He thought to know the 
tale of these loveis— yea, to the last job And, after 
all, he found it a verj simple one. They had met in 
England, while Jnliana was not yet free, and even then 
had loved each other. Of this the wise Spiridion was 
very sure. Sure, too, that his little Juliana avait StS 
ires sage, had kept herseif very good. As for the other, 
as for the man — Spiridion's glance rested critically 
on that fine pale face, instinct even now under its 
air ef marble repose with a fire of passion. He 
noted the quiver of the high-cut nostril, the line 
cf the füll lips. No, milord, he had not been good 
at aU ! And faith, Spiridion was not astonished ; nay, 
with that stirring of the dd Adam in him which 
dies not in the most detached until his own death, 
he wonld have been disappointed had it been other- 
wise. 

He was positive about it: this Englishman, with 
the face of a Greek god and the barbaric name, had 
been the very opposite of virtuous. And when they 
met again, after Jnliana's release, it was the memory 
of the error of an intempeiate passion (which, in her 
heart, secretly she had shared) that kept the chaste, 
the high-minded woman from yielding to the happiness 
that offered itself to her. So La Boche-Amand diag* 
nosed the case. Spread out Uke a picture before 
him, he could see it all at a Single glance. These 
dear chüdren, these two beauüfol, rare beings, it was 
hia happy lot to bring them togetherl But how 
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gradnally, how delicately thia must be done — he akne 
vho knew the exquisite sensibility of her nature oonld 
compiehend. 

He tumed his look from Wioih to Jtdiana ; doubt 
still dwelt on her face^ a tremuloiLS emotion, that was 
not all joy. Nothing must be hurried, nothing uiged. 
A woman's soul, a woman's heart, must be captured 
but never grasped. 

So the meal prooeeded in a wonderful ailence 
that had no awkwardness in it» nay, was eloquent. 
Through the open window came the busy calls of 
the birds, the occasional rumbling and squeaking of 
the wheelbarrow in the garden as Jeannot, trom the 
fann, fulfiUed the duties of Frosper— now all-important 
butler ; or a diatant thundergrowl in the kitchen» where 
Madame Thomas' coffee-mill waa being giound with 
seal by Lolotte, from the village. 

'' But, milordi you drink nothing/' aaid Spiridion at 
last, pointing to the füll glasaes in front of his guest. 
{" What the devil," he said to himaelf, " your true lover 
never eats, everyone knowa that; but, faith, a lover 
drinka, by authorily of every poet aince Anacreon and 
Catullua.") 

Wroth atarted, tumed to hia hoat with a bow and a 
amile that gave to his featurea, hithtfrto setinabatraoted 
gravity, an extraordinary youthful charm. He lifted a 
glaaa, opeued hia eyea füll on Juliana'a face, until the 
magnetic attraction of hia gaee drew hera, then drank. 
Setting down the empty cryatal, be again com- 
pelled her eye. She looked, axid it aeemed to her aa 
if he weie drawing her aoul from her keeping ; aa if 
ahe were loaing heraelf in that mere yiel^g of her 
glanca 

Sha waa glad that the t^aion waa broken by 
tfae paaaing in of Madame Thomas' ateaming coffee • 
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tfaat Blie could rise with tbe pretezt of anderstandiog 
best how the Count liked bis cnp — "A great deal of 
coffee, that it may admit of a great deal of sugar " — as 
he announced» with a happy laugk 

Bat, after all, it entailed her preparing some for 
Wroth also. And thongh she kept her eyes underward 
as she handed it to him, she could not prevent their 
fingers from meeting as he took the cup from her. 
Again the sense of her own weakness roshed intolerably 
npon her, more angoish than joy. 

'^ WiU you permit me to retire ? " she said to her 
godfather. " This first spring heat sets my head adhing/' 

" Go, my child, go," said the old num» with a little 
secret laugh. *' MUord will nnderstand." 

Wroth, in his silenoe, moved to the door. She 
pansed, almost imperceptibly, as she passed out He 
bowed deeply, without attempting either to take her 
hand or to speak. And it was this Omission on his 
part that, biting at her heart like a serpent» acfaed in 
Jnliana sll the rest of the day. 

She ordered the wooden shutters to be dosed in her 
room, banning the blne and green day, and lay, 
throbbing in all the passion of her glorious yonth and 
strength, tortnring herseif with vain questions, sup- 
positions, donbts, and self-searchings. Panton erept in 
and out with wMspered snggestions for the alleviation 
of the pretended headache. Juliana was mute to 
sullenness. But Mrs. Panton» tiptoeing back to the 
bare room, where she sat most of her hours, in high 
British superiority to the " foreign trash " below stairs, 
had eyer and anon a knowing wag of the head. 

The young nobleman had come after them, straight 
He was the lover after her own heart* 

''Yes, my yonng Mend/' said La Boehe-Amand, 
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as Wioth took seat again at (he ixrand table, ''you 
do well. We inuat go alowly, verjr alowly " 

Wroth shot a look at his host. The ward '«we" 
was pleasant in his ears ; his spirits began to moimk 
Hrae was an nnexpected ally; this qaaint penonage 
who seemed to have stepped ont of an alrsad j foxgotten 
centuTj, with his formality of langnage, his deliberate 
gesture, bis airs of oeremony, wlüch in anyone lesa 
unmistakably grand teignewr migfat have seemed 
pomposity. The lover told himself his star was high. 
Yes, he feit strong enongh to go slow, to wait. 
Juliana's pallor, her silenoe, her sudden withdiawal 
after her exquisite moment of yielding at the gate, were 
to his swif t perceptions bnt the signs of his own power. 
In spite of bis believing himself bound to another, 
the lawlessness of his passion troubled him not at alL 
The tide that carried him was so starong» it was so 
clean, so pure in its very absolnteness» that hecoold not 
feel that he was wronging her by it. That maniagd 
of his, £reak of fate, was mockery, and in its emptiness 
oould hold no man's honour. Union with Joliana was 
the foredestined saeied one. What were tcßtsoA and 
ceremonies compared to this right of soul to sonl ? 

While these thoughts suiged through Wroth's mind, 
Gomte Spiridion oontinued speaking; with bis thin 
musician's hands emphasising his words by delicate and 
varied finger gestuie : 

"The soul of a woman is fitly oompaied to the 
butterfly,-*to Psycha Orasp the exquisite, beaotifol, 
flutteiing thing with a grasp of rüde desixe, and behold : 
what of its bloom, what of the very beauty for whicit 
you yeaint youth, let love be as a rose that its 
perfume may dntw, may enfold, may capturet Do 
not scare it, young Apollo^ and theie will stUI be no 
laurel in these wooda.** 



WROTH 251 

He ran £rom metapbor to metaphor» bis eye» 
smiliBg on the yotmg man's brooding face. 

"All in diat pbysiognomy ia noble/' tbought 
Spiricdon, expIainiDg bia own predpitance to bimself . 
""Tbei» 18 genius too, eomewbere about tbat brow. 
And, divine goodness, wbat a glorious tbing ia 
youtbr 

Suddenly Wroth fliing bia band acrosa ibe table 
towarda bia bost. Tbe geatnre waa one of boyiab 
appeal. 

" Wben» air, and bow, aball I come again ? " 

Spiridion gare a pleaaed laogb. Had be been fbe 
finest diplomatiat, Wroib oould not baye foond a 
anrer way to oonfirm bimaelf in tbe favour tbat bia 
gallant air bad alieady won. His tone of deferenee 
(ao firagrant to age from atrong yontb), witbal bia 
uncontrollable eagemeaa ; bia claim for help. Tbe old 
man woold not be excluded^ tben, from the lomance. 
He waa wanted; be waa part of it^ be, wboae 
ancient beart bad atill ao mucb love to givel He 
raiaed a finger to bia forebead in profonnd tbought. 
There waa a deep ezcitement about thia innocent 
plotting. 

"It will not do to be in too great a buny/' be 
aaid at laat, **but, if towarda five o'clock to-morrow 
evening you were to atroll thia way — atay, I have 
it!" He clapped bia bead and a cloud of aoented 
powder flow. ^'You are amateur of muaio — ^I know. 
Witb tbat line cf brow and eyelid you are cer- 
tainly fond of muaic. I bave told you I play tbe 
violin. You wiab to bear it, wbat more natural ? I 
pronüae to gratify you. Come at.five to^monow; 
I will xnake you aome rnuaic, and our good cur6 
will likewiae coma He tbinka be adorea muaio— 
be takea bia little nap wbfle I play. So, tbat is 
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arranged. Ezcellent. Impossible to find anytluBg 
more delicate,'* 

dornte Spiridion tried to look piofoimdlj bIj ; bat 
only sucoeeded in conveying a sense of goileless self- 
satiafactioiL Wrotli got np and bowed over the 
benevolent band extended to him« 

"I am inexpressibly gratefol/' he said; ^indeed, 
nothing coold be more delicate, or more kind.'' 

Spiridion aocompanied him to the porch. "Yon 
have halted ab Compi^gne ? " he qneried. 

'♦ At the * Äju de France/ " answered Wroth, 

'' Though it is the best in the town, 70a will be ill- 
lodged, milord ; worse fed/' said Spiridion, and rumi- 
nated a little while. " In a day or two — ^it will seem 
quite natural that you shonld come here for your meals 
at least — when onr intimacy has a little progressed. I 
shall see how to lead the oonversation to the snbject^ 
once or twioe without insistence. We mnst always 
remember how sensitive a thing is a woman's roputa- 
tioiu We must not give substance for a breath of 
gossip, even in this qoiet comer, dear nulord. You 
See, it takes grey hairs to devise these prudential 
subterfuges." 

The old man's smile of triumph at the subtlety 
of his own diplomaoy was the memory that Wroth 
carried away with him of his host. There was a new 
tendemess in the lover's soul as he walked down the 
avenue. His dealings with his fellow-men, up to 
now, had mainly been unfortunate; but there was 
that in his misguided nature which leaped to all 
good things. He would have been very proud of such 
a f ather. 

Juliana came down to dinner, and in pursuanoe 
of his plan of action the godfather was exceedingly 
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off-hand on the subject of the yotuig Englishman» 
8peaking of him with elaborate unconoem, as an aoci*- 
dental aoqoaiiitanoe likelj to enliven their mial 
seolosion. 

"It appears that he raves of music, so I have 
actually promised him a little oonoert to-morrow, if 
you will hold the piano, mj cheriahed one.'* 

Joliana thought the sudden spring of her heart 
mnst have been visible under her kerohiel But 
the old man was carefully looking awaj fiom her. 

He became exceedingly conversational, and very 
leamed on the snbjeot of the newest music and 
that rising composer Gioacchino Bosaini. He hummed 
the air of Tancredi, and desiied her opinion on 
it If her dear head allowed it» they might have 
a little practioe that evening — whioh desire was, 
in dae time, cairied out. Jnliana was a trifle 
absent-minded ; the musioian was particular, and 
ohided and tazed her with having given np the 
charming art. 

This kept them well occupied tili ten o'dock, 
when he tncked his Amati lovingly baok in its 
case. 

Juliana approached to bid good night. Bat instead 
of the usnal lifting of her forehead for his kiss, she 
flung both arms round his neck and pressed her buming 
eheek against his faoe. 

" My yery dear. one," said he ; and then he blessed 
her, aceremony usually reserved for their greater 
partings. 

Mrs. Panton was awaltlng her miskress, wearing 
an air of more than usual importance. Juliana, with 
eyes that shone, with that new bloom on her oheek» 
could no longer allege Indisposition; yet nerer had 
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ahe seemed more avetse to converaatioiit more wxapfc 
inresenre. 

^I have had a walk down to ihe town,*' began tiio 
tuewoman tentatively. 

''Indeed,'' said Jnliana» who had not heaid a 
Word. 

^I oame acroes, qoite by accident, bis lozdahip'a 
valet- 

Juliana, unfastening tbe clasp at her breast, 
paosed. 

"Meaoing Lord Wroth, of coiuse," said Mrs. 
Panton, satisfied that abe had atruok her mark. 
*' Your ladyahip woald never believe the way they'ye 
tiacked na." 

Her ladyahip drew her browa together and dropped 
her eyelida. Panton conld aee how thoae zeleaaed 
looea at her boaom roae and felL She prooeeded with 
increaaed guato : 

^ After ua to Dover, he went, poor young noble- 
man, the veiy night we left the Wella. Mr. Picard 
— a nice yonng man he ia, that'a hia lordahip'a French 
valeti yonr ladyahip — aays the groom who met them 
by Order, with the cnrriole, told him it waa auch a 
xace aa never waa. One horae breaka down, and hia 
lordship ridea the other, on, on, bare-backed, only to 
find the ahip out to aea. And when I think of that 
ahip— -'' aaid the good woman parenthetioally, '' I can 
feel the heaving yet.'' 

Joliana atill atood, the brooch panaed in mid-air, 
eyea downcaat, liatening. 

"Thongh, indeed/' oried Panton, diawing in 
breath with a aneking action, '^if it had not been 
for what I can only describe aa that day of teiror 
on the wavea, your ladyahip, I ahould not have 
been poorly on landing at_Calais, and your ladyahip 
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might not have halted ab Mr« Dessem's Hotd, 
and bis lozdship might have Booght our traQ in 
vain.** 

Mrs, Panton's head inclined aentimentally aide- 
ways at the thonght of this tragio possibüity. 
JaÜana tumed and laid the brooch on the tabla 
Perceiving that she must speak quicklj if ehe 
were to put in the end of her story, the woman 
xan on: 

''As things tnmed out^ it wajs back to London 
vith hie lordship. He picks np Mr, Picard at hia 
London loonuf, and off again post haste, post haste. 
He Charters a boat — ^too early f or the packet. Guineas 
pouring» as Mr. Picard says, on eveiy aide, and everj« 
vhare he aaks for news of your ladyship. Dark lady 
vith a fat maid (that's Mr. Pioaid's joke, your lady- 
ahip) and a foreign oouiier. At Calais pier he asks— ^ 
guinea — ^Dessein, they aay« On to Dessein's with 
theml And at Dessein's they teil him how your 
ladyship took post for Paris, and how luckUy the 
postillion who drove her is just back with the horses. 
Then it's up mth the postillion to my lord's room, 
and out with my lord's gold again. And the felloVs 
tongue wags wilüngly enough, sinoe there never was 
a Frenchman yet who was not fond of l^e sound of 
his own chatter. And it's on with my i^ord again, 
and he has not slept a night in bed since the day of 
the marriage ! " 

Mrs. Panton bioke.off abruptly. Juliana flashed 
upon her a look that oommanded silenoe, and tumed 
back to her table again. Bat in the mirror the maid 
caught a glimpse of her mlstress's face, and saw it 
pale now and tremulous. 

''Feeding on boiled stu^ they are, with a muck 
of cabbage soup. And the insiüt those inn-fellows 
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keep heaping on Mr. Pioard's master as an English- 
man, calling him behind his back onmentionabls 
namea^-Gtoddem — and flinging Waterloo at him!^ 

'^Panton/' said Juliana, ^'tbat is qnite enongb; 
yoa can leave me." Her tone was all deckion. Bat 
Panton halted and hesitated at tlde door^ and in her 
old norse's tones : 

" Lord Wxoth, my lamb * ' she insinnated. 

" 1 do not wish for any more conversation to-nighV* 
intermpted Juliana» imperiously. 

''Then, good night, my lady,** said the abigail in 
südden dndgeon. 

Jaliana Bat by the dresaing-table, leaned her 
head on her band, and pondered. Was ever woman 
80 tossed upon ecmflicting seas? Panton'a rambliog 
talk had brought all the memoriea of that marriage 
day, with its aadacioos hopea and hideous homiliation, 
back npon her like a slap in the face. 

Out in the snnshine, this moming, her heart had 
tumed traitor to her pride. She had not had the 
strength to send him from her ; and the poignant joy 
of his presenoe had foUowed her ever sinoe. Yet 
hid very presenoe, his pursuit, the love he dared 
offer her, was an ontrage on his part. And yet 
again, by the freak of fate, no outrage since she 
was his wife. One word from her — ehe shuddered 
from the thonght with a two-fold apprehension— 
what ecstasy might be hers, or what iiretrievable 
shamei The very name of wife, he had said, is 
enoügh to kül love. Aye, bat a litüe later» in 
what aocents of passion had he not reproached 
her for what he called her betiayal T Bat then 
he deemed he had lost her. In thls wild an- 
disciplined nature, what coold she trust? She had 
made her gieat cast and failed. Kow, before xisking 
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again, she mii8t see for herself» test> study, be 
certain. 

So Joliana resolved to keep the stränge secret still 
dose, resolved, too, that she would not oppose the 
plans for their meeting which sprang bom Coont 
Spiridion's innocent match-making. 



CHAPTER XXI 

Thehe feil rain the whole of the next aftemoon ; the 
good rain that, sinking into the earth, draws life and 
beauty out of its heart. In Übe salon, ezoept for Coont 
Spiridion's music, it waa a very quiet partj. The 
cui4, comfortably absorbed, in his special annchair, 
dosed hifl eyes — ^to have no distractiona — and there- 
after slumbered frankly and almost noiaeleesly. He. 
only woke up at intervals to say : 

"Ah, heaven, how finel" Or^ "Mufliol how 
beautifol she is I " 

He was a channiDg listener. 

Spiiidion was deep in diplomacy ; all to his instra- 
ment, all to the bosiness of the moment. When 
Juliana, sitting at the old harpsichord — sweet and 
faint and füll of the echoes of ancient days — ^lost her 
place in the accompaniment, the Violinist carried it 
through with most convincing airs of indifferenoe. 
Nobody shonld guess that he knew why she had 
faltered; that he had intercepted the long, ardent 
glances which milord, in his comer, cast upon her — 
Milord Apollo, this aftemoon, with a cloud over his 
head, no brillianoy about him^ no speech on his Ups, 
only the fire in his eyes. 

The long room^ with its polished floor, reflected the 
little group and the sparse furniture as in an amber 
mirror, dimly. The scent of the smouldering red logs 
on the hearth mingled with that of the wet garden 

2dS 
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creeping in misfcily Üuough the open window. Ever 
and anon little airs woold set the brooade curtains 
moving with sUght, ghoet-like rustle. From ihe 
further end of the room ihe biilliant youth and love- 
linesa of Ojrprienne^ Comtesae de la Boche-Amand 
amiled down upon them from £he faded gold frame. 
She had been Spiridion's mother^ and the rosy habe on 
her knee, naked save f or a little odd laoe cap tied ander 
bis chin, had been Spiridion himaelf ! He had a bow 
in bis band— he was Capid. She, in powdered hair 
and blae ribands — ^Venus. Cupid, now grey-haired» 
wielded the fiddle-bow and played sad xnelodies. 
Yenns, where was she? But, in tbis room, regret 
itself seemed fiagrant 9^ tiie pot paurri in the greafe 
jais. 

Juliana's face, in aerions beanty nnder the black 
wings of her hair^ was cut, cameo-like, against the 
shadows as she sat apart and pressed the ivory notes. 
She wore some garment of grey satin, and Äe fire- 
light caught the folds of it rosily, bat never reached 
the white oval of her cheek. It was no wonder Wroth 
brooded npon her. 

After the music there was a little conversation 
between Spiridion and the oxai on pnrely local subjeots. 
Juliana and Wroth had no words for each other; bat, 
at parting, he took her band. 

That was all. Never had there been an aftemoon 
with so little in it ; bat to the end of bis days it 
remained one of the most perfumed memories in 
Wroth's heart. That day he had looked on peace, as 
a man may upon a cool lake from the distance. A 
bot and stormy read lay between bim and it, bat he 
had looked on it. 

Coant Spiridion called formally on the English 
fraveller at bis hotel, in Compi^gne. He conducted 
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conversation müx ease and decoram, tonching the 
present state of politics, the unfortnnate reaction, the 
H0I7 Alliance and England's wise Opposition to it . • • 
Fiom Paris, and the Coming departuie of the allies 
from French soil, he arrived by easy transition to the 
State of the roads for tourists, to the charm of the forest 
of Compiegne. He had a seeret smile for the jouDg 
man's spasmodic efiforts at response; for the unquiet 
glance with its perpetual qnestion. It was only when 
he rose to make his coftg^ that the real pnrpoee of the 
ceremonial visit became revealed. 

" It is to-morrow a little feast with ns here. My 
habit, since my retum to France» is to gather the 
children of the neighbourhood about me at this time of 
year, when we have some innocent rejoicing . . . a 
sylvan meal, ander the beeches, after which the little 
ones look for hidden treasures in the glades. Perhaps 
scarcely the kind of entertainment for a young man of 
fashion; but " 

** May I indeed come ? " interrupted Wroth, the 
tell-tale colour rashing to his face. 

" We begin at three o'clock/' said Spiridion, smiling. 
Then, he added, as he tnmed for his cane : " It is my 
god-daughter who is to be mistress of the games to- 
morrow; we are like two children onrselves in onr 
antieipations. Au revair, then, milord." 

His band was gripped with a silent eagemess. 

**HS, hi, hS/" said Gomte Spiridion to himself, 
playing with his bruised fingers not without satis- 
faction, as he strolled pensively back towards hin 
Mon-£epos along the familiär short cut throngh the 
Boyal Park. 

A beech glade in the spring ; the yonng green on 
the old trees» the wonderfiü grey of their boles ; thf 
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primiose iBtars everywheie, and a sheet of blndbella 
breaking into blossom in the dellsi etbereal as a fairy 
lake ; the vistas into intenninable woodland, with here 
and there the fire of young larch ; the flicker and dance 
of the whole sylvan world, and ehe, Joliana, in the 
middle of a band of shouting, happy childien — the 
whole scene went straight to the poet aide of Wroth ; 
vhile, all lover as he was, in her presence culminated 
all its beanty, all its inefEaUe message. 

She wore bright flowers at her breast, and the gay 
manye of her scarf fluttered flower-like itself as she ran 
with the players ; or stood, the centre of a dancing 
circle; or sat to console a toddler that had come to 
grief in its play. 

As before, Wroth and she had scarce speeoh with 
each other. Yet he could not feel that she wished him 
away. It was hardly so mach avoidance, it seemed to 
him, as an exquisite waiting reserva 

The cfxri and Spiridion smiled, benevolent genii, 
npon the feast. Juliana was all to the children. 
After the repast they had the games ; and after the 
games a rustic danoe for whioh a youth, bronzed and 
black-haired as any Sicilian shepherd, piped reedy, 
sweet, flourishing rhythms on the flageoleb Juliana 
sat down at last, laughing, on the moss : 

« Enough, enough I I am tired." 

Her hair was loosened, her cheek flushed ; she had 
not a glance towards him who watched her, motionless, 
from the shadow of the great beech-tree ; yet he knew 
she feit his gaze upon her. 

** The final game, cclin-maülard" ordered the cur6. 
The children jubilated The spring riot began afresh, 
strained to its highest pitch of joy. Toto, the miller's 
son, the wag of the young party, flung himself, design 
or accident, against the milord. Though he stood aside 
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and seemingly so hanghty, the cbildren had no fear 
of him: like animals ihej neyer mistake Cheir 
friends. There was no help for it; the £B»tidion8 
English lord, the noted "blood'' abont town« the 
Corinthian, hard-living scapegraoe — ^he was canght into 
the whirl of the infantile game. 

It was Jnliana's handkerchief that bonnd his eyes. 
It had drcled two or three rostic heads already; but it 
had not lost its fiagrance of her. And, as it tonched 
his lidsy firom the heart of this forest of Gompi^ne, he 
was suddenly brought back to the Abbey ; to the night 
when he had knelt so dose beside her. He made 
a swift Step : he had the vision of her thongh his eyes 
were blinded, and he canght her in his anns« Yet, 
no sooner had his embrace dosed t^>on her, than it 
Teil away. His heait stood still instantly npon a 
delight too great for it. 

There was a shriek that brought him to his aensea : 
** OoLvnrMaülaTd has let his prisoner gol A forfeit, 
a forfeit I " Already the nrchins were tired of the 
game; they clamonied for the fresh amusement; it 
was the time for forfeits. No one bat Spiridion 
shonld prononnce the forfeits — that was an estabUshed 
custom. 

The old seignenrtook seat solemnly on the grey 
root of a tree ; and Juliana, beside him, pale now, with 
shadowed eyes cast down, held np, one after another, 
the small pledges — Toto's red tie, Mathilde's sabot, 
Petit Jerome's new cap. Spiridion, blindfolded in his 
tum, pronounced judgment He had a most humorous 
and varied assortment of penalties. They were duly 
carried out and with great zest At length Juliana 
held up a grey buckskin glova 

** Bi&te ia a thing, and a very fine thing, and what 
shall the owner of this fine thing do ? " 



WBOTH 263 

Did her voice Mter as it ran tiiroogh the oft« 
repeated fonnnla ? Or was La Boohe-Amand cheating 
and could he see ander theae fine-scented folds? 
He had a monient*s hesitation« Then his fiat rang 
ont judiciallj : 

*' He moBt bow to ihe fairest and kiss her whom he 
lovea best" 

There was a moment's sUence. Something held 
the children breathless. Tken ihe voioe of Toto, the 
irrepressible, rose. He liked to show everyone the 
way to do things : 

'' IlfatU emhras8er la hdls dame, APdeu le müard" 

It was the last forfeit. Spiridion uncovered his 
ihce, finely drawn into smiles. Jiüiana sat close to 
him, her very stillness a self-betrayal for one who had 
the delicate instinct to anderstand. 

** 'Eh, there is my yoang man with his palh)r again. 
Mon Dien, these two lovers — if I were not there to 
help them I " 

Wroth took a step forward and bowed low before 
Jnliana. Then again there feil the odd pause. Toto, 
hopping firantically from one foot to another, shrieked 
oot his indispensable direction : 

^'Si (te$tquevou8 atmez la hdUdame^faiUVmbrasser 
avMi, iPsieu U müord!* 

Wroth feil <m one knee and took Jnliana's band 
in bis. He bent forwaid ; she raised her eyes. Then 
he sprang to his feet 

" He has not kissed her/' cried Xoto, disgosted. 

**Not even her band/' thonght Spiridion, equally 
disappointed. He rose stifiBy finom the seat of judg- 
ment, 

** WeU, well, my children, the/<$^ is over.** 

The sonshine had gone, the wind was suddenly 
cold« Even the cnr^, rubbing his hands and smiling 
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to the last, feit the flatness. These EDgUsh with tlieir 
priggish waysi He coUected bis young parishioners; 
to march them homewards. 

Wroth had gone; some misty glade of the forest 
had swallowed him. Juliana and her godfather s^ 
off for Mon-Bepos in silence; she leaned cn hiB ann, 
moving as one very tiied. 

And so ended that day. 

The next mornlng Juliana was filling a jar with 
the purple pliunes of iris, when Wioth appeared on 
the threshold of the salon. 

** I come> uninvited/' he said Juliana turned with 
a Start. 

It was another day borrowed fix)m Coming summer ; 
the green shutters were half-closed before the open 
windowa Prosper was cutting the grass plot in wUch 
the sundial stood. And the sighing of the scythe 
with the scent of the sappy young grass fiUed the 
air. Spiridion was out, making the round of his 
woods with the keeper. Juliana feit singularly un- 
protected, singularly at the mercy of the spring 
tendemess» of her stormy wooer and her own weak- 
ness. It seemed to her all too soon for the great 
surrender. A thousand virginal repugnances woke 
within her at the mere thought. Should she speak 
now : like Juliet she could have no joy of the 
contract. 

And. yet she had had a wakeful night fixnn sheer 
happiness that he had not paid the forfeit in that 
childish play which was so serious for those two; 
that, with that flamo in his eye, he had spared her. 
But at her first glance at him, as he came up to her 
table and halted opposite to her, she was aware that 
the bad mood was upon him. The look that had 
diiven her from the very air he breathed, that had 
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hatmted her in her flight, was again in his eye; the 
twist of his evil smile was on his lip. Wvoth's good 
angel had depaxted; about him was the shadow of 
dark wings. 

Her strength seemed suddenly to give way; she 
feil into a chair. He took one fadng her. All his 
movements were marked with deliberation ; he had 
dosed the door behind him as he entered; his voioe 
was steady, so were his hands as he slowly ungloved 
them. 

^^You have not wished me good moming/' said 
Juliana, as the tension of the silence grew unbearable 
toher. 

"Ko/' he replied^ *'I have another greeting for 
yon, as you for me. You know what you owe me 
since yesterday. I have waited all throngh the in- 
terminable night for this respectable, conventional 
hour. Have I not been patient ? " 

Juliana feit the blood rush to her temples, and 
as quickly back to her heart. The sense of helpless- 
ness increased upon her. If he now took from her 
Ups the kiss that was to be sacred seal to her 
revelation, she must indeed speak; bat it would be 
in shame, with inexpressible reluctance. It must be 
to bid him leave the wife, since he had failed to 
honour the woman. 

He rose abruptly and stood dose to her. Her 
eyelids feil from the sight of him. Yet, even as in 
the beech glade, she did not tum her head nor droop 
it from him. 

" Oh," he cried, fury in his voice, " Juliana» you 
drive me mad! You are not fair to me, you are 
not fair to me, Juliana. These weary hours I have 
thougbt of nothing but your Ups— and now, as you 
Sit there, I could as soon touch them as strike a 
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ehfld. Oh, in tnith, love has not oome jour vnjV 
Backwardfl and forwardfl he paoed, bs he etarmed. 
''I might have known it. Cold, oold as ioe, yoa 
stood and tannted me when I had lost ybn. Aye, 
when I had lost yon I '' 

Jnliana foUowed him with her eyes, gieat with 
onshed tears. 

"Heaven preserve me £rom a good vornan I'' he 
went on bitterly. "Oh, you had a man's sonl in 
yoor hands, and yon flung him to perdition npon 
this icy pmdery. What are those tears for? There 
is no help in tears for us-^ I want your smilee, aye^ 
and your kisses, your kisses, my only lovel Gold 
saint, what have I to do with you ? I wül have the 
woman of the Abbey, with her deep gaze of tender* 
ness. Yon diew me into your soul, that night Bnt 
to-day, this day of spring, this day made for ns, yoa 
Sit as stone, and ofier me what? TearsI And all 
because of some mummery, some words muttered 
between two whoee hearts mocked the promise they 
made, because of a blessing mumbkd to orderl Ye 
Gods, I am the married man on that I And fie, cries 
yirtue, approach me not I '* 

" You are speaking yery loud, mOoid/' said 
Spiiidion's grave Toice. 

He came in upon them through the open lYench 
Window. Jnliana tumed her head, but oonld not 
speak ; her lip quivered piteonsly. The tears that 
had been slowly welling suddenly feU down the pale 
cheeks. At the sight Spiridion's heart leaped. 

''Milord," he went on, trembling with anger, "I 
have not heard muoh of what you were saying so 
hotly and my ear is nnfamiliar with your speedh, 
but my dear one's face is eloqu^it : you have pained 
her, milord« Perhaps, Dim me pardonne, insulted 
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herl What gross miatake have I been making here, 
8ir?" 

" I b^ Jon, dear Godfather- — " falteied Jnliana. 

The joung man stood^ looking firom one to the 
other wiüi hard eyes. 

'<Let Madame explain how it Stands between h^ 
and me" he said brutally. '^Afa,** he med, with hia 
bad laugh, " she has told yon nothing, then ? She has 
allowed you to bring ns tQgether, for which, mon eher 
CanUe, I am deeply obliged." He bowed ironically. 
Then his eyes flaied back npon the woman: "You 
were not snch adamant bat that you wanted at least 
to See me again. Oh, Jaliana, I am patient. I can 
wait I shall wait 1 " 

He thiew his band out at her with a gesture of 
intolerable mastery, intolerable menace. There was a 
tiiumpb about him that was almost that of a mad- 
man. The chivalrio Comte de la Boche -Amand 
snffocated. He took two steps to place himself be- 
tween them. 

" Milord *^ he began huskily. 

But here his voice was drowned and his pnipose 
confused by loud crunching sounds on the gravel of 
the terrace. Wheels, of which they had been all too 
much absorbed to notice the approach, were rolling 
up to the very door. 

"Milord," resumed the old Count then, with his 
air of antique dignity, " there arrives to me, it seems» 
an unexpected visit. We must speak togethor lat^. 
My dear daughter, wonld you not prefor to retire? 
Yes t Let me condnct you to your room.'' 

Juliana, nsing, mechanically placed her band in 
his. But ere she had taken a step, she paused. The 
Bound of a high, defiant voice from the hall Struck 
her ear. 
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''Announoe Lady Wroth — ^Miladi Wroth," it was 
commanding in broken French. 

Joliana feit Spiridion's convulBive start. Her eyes 
sought Wroth'a — ^nothing could have kept their gase 
from commingling at tiiat moment. No surprise waa 
on his countenance — nothing but a livid rage, and in 
bis eyes the evil fire. Those eyes said : " All this is 
nothing to me. Let her come ; you are mine/' 

Strength came back to her with a stab of outraged 
pride. 

"You are right, Oodfather, bring me away firom 
ihis/' ehe said detenninedly. On the threshold she 
swept past Peggie (for it was Peggie, Mr and flaunt- 
ing, with an insolent smile, yet a shifting and uneasy, 
inquiring glance), gave her bat one hard, commanding 
look, and moved away, leaning npon Spiridion's arm. 

But at the foot of the staiis she paused and 
shuddered: Wroth's laugh — ^the laugh of his wedding 
f east — ^puiBued hei; 



CHAPTER XXn 

In the execution of her mad freak Tegpjd had evi- 
dently come prepaied for more than one eventuality, 
bat hardly for that of finding herseif face to face 
with Juliana at the very outset of her interview 
with Wroth. And her heart began to beat heavily 
against her fair boeom. 

Bat her foster-sister's imperious look, the whole 
expression of her attitude as she had silently passed 
hj, was more than sufficient to conyince the girl, 
with the qoick-wittedness that served her in lieu of 
deeper jadgment, that Joliana was still anpacified 
and still bent npon keeping her secret. 

The Situation seemed to P^gie as silly as it was in- 
comprehensible; bat it suited her game. For some tarne 
longer, then, she, Peggie, was still to be Lady Wroth ; 
she saw her way clear, at any rate, for the moment. 

In her best theatrical manner she acknowledged 
the grave, almost hostile, bow that the Gomte de la 
Boche-Amand had made to her before passing out; 
then she entered the salon. 

She tumed then upon Wroth with a magnificent 
swoop of silks. His greeting would have broaght 
confiimation of her qtiick surmises, had confirmation 
been required. 

"Lady Wroth— Lady Wroth 1" He gronnd the 
words between his teeth. "I might have known itl 
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I have been dogged by curses ever since I was 
bom." 

P^gie Btood a moment silent^ Üben, dosed tiie 
door with an affectation of ease and came forward, 
eager, ezpectant — though of what she haidly knew 
bersdf. She was alone with the man she loved, in 
the most extraordinary of sitaations. If the fates 
inspked her to play her cards well^ what a band 
she held ! She flounced into a seat as much becanae 
her knees were tcembling under her, as becanae of 
the greater dignity ahe feit it wonid giye to her 
attitude. 

He stood by the window, bis back now towaida 
her; the shafts of snnlight pierdng throo^ the 
laths of the ahatters were striping bis broad ahouldera. 
Her eyea rested on him admiiingly. Then she began, 
her heart beating into her voice. Yet it was with a 
taunt she began. Peggie» like most of her claas, 
knew no better way of challengmg the masculine 
interest. 

*'You are not partbularly polite, my lord and 
hnsband, i^e you?" She tittered nervously and 
gasped for breath. " Nor veiy consist^it. Tm not to 
roa away with any other man ; I'm not to oome aftor 
you. A kind of dQg-in*the-manger aitttation, this^ 
isn'tit?" 

Still the averted head; still the tomed Shoulder. 
She thought, vaguely, that bis hair was like fire in thafc 
bar of sunshine. And then, with a finesh gasp and 
titter, she shot her second arrow : 

*' Yes, indeed, I think you're scarcely gallant, Lord 
Wroth. When a lady takes the tronble to oome all 
the way £rom England to see you, and that lady 
happens to be your wife^ by your own choice, it would 
be piettier manners not to stand there with your back 
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to her I If you did not want to be found out, dear 
George I " — ^she said the word with a new affectation— « 
** 70U should not let your servants seil yoor secrets so 
cheap. I got the address for a crown — ^'pon honour— 
at yonr lordship's London rooma And, indeed," she 
repeated, as Wroth's silence and immobility began to 
provoke her out of the tremulous emotion into which 
his presence bad cast her — "indeed, when you are in 
pursuit of another lady, a lady who'* — ^ber tongue 
tripped — " whom, I mean, you did not select to wed, 
my lord, why, a little more disci'etion in your proceed- 
ings might have been beooming. £h, my lord — dear 
George, have you nothing to say to me ? '* Here fury 
all at onoe seized her. Her voioe broke shrilly. 
^'And so it's the prüde, the fine countess, tiiie good 
woman, who's keeping another body's husband from 
herl" 

Even as she spoke, Peggie, in her histrionio 
exdtability, was overoome by the oonviction that she 
was deeply injured. But the next phrase of vitupera- 
tion that came leaping to her Ups was stiangled by 
sheer terror as he wheeled round upon her at last, a 
dark figure against the barred sunlight of the window. 
With slow Step he swung up to her and halted ; and 
then she saw that his face was extraordinarily pale 
even for him. ** He looks like the devil himself," she 
thought^ and cringed, then tried to stiffen her courage. 

He folded his arms, as if to keep himself £rom 
touching her, and she saw that they tremUed. " For 
two pins he'd throttle me I " flashed through her head. 
His voioe, however, was very low as .he spoke ; and 
veiy few were the words he said. But they were 
chaiged witii loathing : 

'^The bargain was that you were to keep out of my 
way — not to venture within my presenoe. Tou know 
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what yoQ manied me for — well, yon got it. If you 
come under my eyes again^yoa lose it; take thatas 
my last waming. Begone out of this hoiiae. How 
daxe you sit in her ohair— »begone, I say I " 

He flong out one hand, pointing to the door with a 
gesture of indescribable fierceness. She gave a kind 
of sobbing scieam and subsided at bis feet, half in real, 
half in theatrical anguish. 

'' Oeoige, George, you're cruel t What baigaia ? I 
made no bargain." 

He Started back from her touch. 

^*OodI woman, don't you see I am capable of 
murder " 

She heard the door open, and throngh her dis* 
hevelled hair (an artful touch or two had wrought 
disorder into that wealth of yeUow curls) she saw the 
grey-headed gentleman stand looking in upon them 
with aDger and disdain. Then she crouched again 
picturesquely on the floor and broke iato wild 
weeping. 

'* Milord/' Said Sforidion, '* this passes all bounds 1 
I pray you make no scandal in my house. For me^ 
an old man, it ia of little cpnsequence. But I have a 
guest, and her I will protect. I must heg you, sinoe it 
seems this is milady, your wif e, to take her away with 
you« This instant. Her carriage still waits." 

Wroth stood glaring at the Speaker a second ; oast 
then a look at Peggie on the floor, tumed from her 
and with a quick stealthy leap, sprang firam the 
window into the garden. His running Steps were 
heard for a moment, crunching on the path, and were 
lost 

" Milady," said the distressed old Count, laying Ins 
band on Peggie's heaving Shoulder, " pray, allow 
let me assist you to rise." 
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She lifted her Streaming faoe. ^'HeayeDBi" flhe 
moaned, " he is my hosband, and I love him ! '* Then 
she marked the severitj of his gaze ; and dimmed with 
tears thoogh her eyes were, they were able to read 
inexorable dismissal. She had no notion of relinquish- 
ing her post of vantage in the honse of her enemy. So, 
seeing that there was nothing for it but a swoon^ she 
swooned. 

In the sitting-rooaa which opened off her apart- 
ment, Joliana sat at her table, deliberately absorbed 
in a bosiness letter to her Italian factor, when 
Spiridion knocked at the door and entered upon her. 

" Well, is she gone ? " 

She had not tumed from her task ; her tone was 
dry. The Comte gazed in a bewildered way for a 
moment at the knot of dense black hair snrmounting 
the nape of her neck, warm ivory against the escaping 
dark tendrils. He had lost his bearings completely — 
poor old matchmakerl What an incomprehensible 
business was this ! Had Joliana known of her lover's 
marriage ? Had she but leamed it this moming, when 
he had found her pale and with tearf ol eyes in that 
soene in which milord had talked so loud and whioh 
had left him in such bitter anger ? Certain it was that 
Juliana had displayed none of the anguish with which 
the entrance of Lady Wroth must have overwhelmed 
her, had she hitherto been unaware of her existence ? 

Juliana wheeled round as if impatient at his 
silence. 

*' That woman, haa she gone ? " she repeated. 

''It is noticeable," thought Spiridion, "that it is 
not his departure she demands." And he feit strangely 
embarrassed before this Juliana he did not know, want« 
ing the smallest clue to her story, painfully oonscious 
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of the initation and scom written on her coontenanoe ; 
conacious also ihat the news he was bringing would 
bat serve to inorease them. 

" My chiW " He hesitated, « The lady, ihe 

stranger — she is taken ÜL Oyeroome by distress. 
A woman in distress, in a fainting oondition^ dear 
Juliana " 

Juliana rose sharply to her feet; a quiver ran 
through her as she poised herseif. The pansy eyes 
tnrned steel. 

" You have not kept her here ? " 

*' My dear/' said the old man gravely, '' I oould 
not tum her out. Have you not understood? She 
isilL" 

" Oh, she— m ! " 

Juliana sat down i^in as abruptly as she had 
risen. She beat the back of her chair, onoe or twice ; 
then she spoke again, more quietly, yet with that hard 
quality of Toice that, Coming from her Ups, caused 
positive suffering to the listener. 

'' Your roof cannot shelter both of us, parrain.*' 

"My beloved/' he protei^ted, haggard with the 
distress of thwarüng her, " my little Juliana, but I 
teil you she is prostotte. Madame Thomas is in 
attendance upon her. I have plaoed her away in 
the west win^. In common humanity — ^my daughter. 
Think. Abandoned by her husband " 

A Singular smile passed over her Ups. Spiridion 
had never thought of seeing such a smile on them. 

''Her husband has abandoned her, has he!** she 
asked. 

*' He jumped out of the window, Uke a madman. 
When I came into the room the poor young oreature 
was at his feet, in tears." 

" The whole thing sickens me 1 '' oried Juliana wilh 
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sttddeti yiolenoe. '* I will hear no more«— let me finiBh 
my letter/' 

Sbe tamed back on her chaar again. The Comte 
de la Boche-Amand stood a moment longer, gazing 
npon her. From its expresaion of anxioiis doubt» bis 
face settied into lines of stenmess. Without another 
Word he left the room. 

Juliana went on writing steadilj tili she had 
finiflhed her letter. It was conclnded, howeyer, with 
a sentence that its opening had not forecast : " I will 
myself be in Florence within a week after 70a receive 
tbifl. Have all in readineas." Then she rang sharply 
for Panton. As the woman entered, all bustle and 
Indignation, with yet a twinkle of humour in her 
floshed oountenance, her misfcress forestaUed her, 
repressively : 

'' Panton, that creatnre is here« I don't want your 
yiews of the matter. I want you to pack." 

The twinkle vanished from Panton's eye. Dismaj 
took its place. 

" Your ladyship " 

^'That is enough; we leave to-morrow moniing. 
Warn Annibale.'' 

** Ton my word, your ladyship, what with packing 
and nnpacking, ranning after and ronning away, it's a 
very qneer bosiness yonr ladyship is making of it all. 
I will speak, I most, my lady 1 " said the woman, 
stoutly, planting her physical as well as her moral 
amplitude determinedly before her mistress. ''It's 
high time yonr ladyship shoold teil the poor young 
nobleman what's what. As to that trollop there — no 
more ill than I am, my lady, bat jost taking in the 
old gentleman and that Frenchwoman of bis, with her 
sobs and her swounds — ^it's high time my Iprd shonld 
know she's as mnch bis wife as I am. You're acting 
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i^[ain8t the Bible and against natnre, yonr ladyahip, and 
nuschi^ will oome of it. Wonld not anybody be glad 
to have such a fine yonng man as her hnsband f What 
if his hair^s red ? yonr ladyship liked him well enough 
to go all the way back to England after him. It was 
your ladyship's done it» you shoold remember that'' 
** Go and packj Fanton/' said Jnliana. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

Thb sitting-room allotted to milord, at the Eca de 
France, in Compi^gne, was dimly lit by a couple of 
candles. At first M. de la Boche-Amand failed to 
distingnish the figure of Wroth in the window lecess, 
where he sat gazing through the open casement upon 
the waning afterglow. A laige, Square letter, seal 
nppermost, on the table, made a Single spot of white in 
the dingj and shadowed snrronndings. At the sonnd 
of the closing door, however, the young man rose and 
came forward into the room. He halted by the table 
and, resting one band upon it, waited for the nnexpected 
yisitor to speak. In the flickering candle-light bis face 
bore the stamp of exhaustion. Yet there was on it, 
withal, a new serenity which checked the first impetuoos 
Speech rising to Spiridion's lips. 

" Singular youth ! '* thought he, and hesitated a 
moment; then it was more in gravity than in anger 
that he began : 

'' Milord, no donbt, will not be surprised when I teil 
him my bnsiness with him to-night/' 

The shadow of a smile passed over Wroth's faße. 

'* I don't think I feel as if anything could surprise 
me,*' he said rather wearily, '' But will you not be 
seated, Monsieur le Comte ? " 

" No, sir,'' said the old nobleman stemly. '' What 
I have to say is always, as yon know, said standing." 

S77 
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Snrprise, after all, wiote itself momentaiily on the 
yomig, tired face. Wroth's eyebrows were raiaed, and 
he shot a glance, miachievously amused, at the solemn 
coantenance in front of him« Then the emotion passed 
and he dropped hia lids. 

"Speak,8ir,then." 

Sgiridion cleared his throab He had repaired to 
the 'Ecu de France npon a vexy nnwonted impoLie of 
Indignation. The Englishman's behavioor coold only 
be described aa infamous. It was almost aa cynically 
treacherooa towarda himaelf aa towarda two women 
who had alao tmsted him — to their aorrow. Yet, in 
apite of himaelf, now that the cnlprit waa before him 
again, he feit hia fine anger ebbing away at the mere 
aight of that beautiful young manhood. 

''Thia fellow ia poaitively a danger to aodety,*' 
thought the Count, atriving to raiae himaelf once more 
to the requiaite pitch. " Even I muat atruggle againat 
the charm. Milord/' he went on aloud, very aolemnly« 
*' I mnat beg you to excuae me for departing from the 
naual formalities. Owing to the peculiar circumatancea 
of the caae I can think of no friend to whom I can 
depnte ao delicate a taak. Therefore mnat I come to 
yon, peraonally, to demand that aatiafaction which you 
owe me. You have inanlted, air, and grieved, a lady 
who honoora me by accepting my hoapitality and pro- 
tection. More need not be aaid. I do not wiah even 
to mention her name. I will pursue the anbject no 
forther; I demand aatiafaction, milord. And the 
awifter the better." 

Wroth atoodi dnring theae words, with eyea caat 
down, very atUL And for an appreciable mcnnenfe, 
after the Comte had ceaaed, the yonng man remained 
loat in thonght Then he anddenly looked np and fixed 
the fall fixe of hia eyea npon Spiridion ; a amile of 
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wonderf ul sweetneas acoompamed the gaze. He leaned 
forward, resting both hands on the table. 

*' M. le Comte, I will give you satisfaction*" 

His Yoice had a husky, almost tender, note. The 
old man feit himself more and xnore drawn ander the 
chaim. Bewüdered, he cried, still dinging to his 
Position: 

"It is welly then; I expected no less. To be 
informal to the ead, the detaUs^ milord, can be settled 
now between us." 

" Yes, the details," said Wroth. 

He flung back his head with a laugh. There was 
nothing offensive this time in its boyish ring. He 
stepped np to the Cioont^ and to the latter's speechless 
astonishment took his band. 

''Sir/' he continued, in his pleasantly accented 
French, " allow me to say it to you — I honour yon. From 
the first moment I saw you^ sir, I said to myself, ' If he 
were my father, how different a man I shoold be.' M. 
le Comte, one does not fight a man whom one would 
honour as a father, one asks his pardon." 

'' MUord f . . • my dear boy 1 '* said Spiridion, for- 
getting eveiything under a waye of emotion. He laid 
both hands on Wroth's Shoulders with a gesture that 
was almost an embrace ; and then dropped them and 
stored in blank surprise» amazed at himself and at the 
absurd tum in the Situation. 

" M. le Gomte/' pursued Wroth, with a deep air of 
courtesy, " will you not now be seated ? " 

La Boche-Amandy with the same air of helpless 
astonishment, let himself sink into the chair indicated ; 
then a sudden humoious chuckle escaped him. 

'' Come, oome/' he said, " if white-haired men cannot 
be Champions, they have at least the privilege that they 
oan forego with grace. Tet, young man/' he grew grave 



tt 



280 WROTH 

in Yoice and air as he continaed, '' nothing, so üi, ia 
changed in the facta." 

I promised yoa aaLtiahctiim" said Wroth genüy. 
Will you listen to me ? " 

He looked so tired, so yonng ; there was such an 
exquisite respect in his manner that Spiridion's heart 
mdted altogether. Before he had heard his tale, the 
case had been prejudioed by the old man and in the 
young one's favour. Indeed, it wonld have required a 
harder nature thcm thatof La Itoohe-Amand, a narrower 
Outlook on life and less sympaihy with youth, its 
passions and soirows, to have resisted the appeal of the 
story. 

In the Square fieicing the hotel the rtverVere was lit 
and flung a yellow beam into the dim room. It looked 
almost orange against the sombre rows of chestnut- 
trees. From turquoise and primrose and interweaving 
chrysoprase-green, the sky was setting into the misty 
blue of evening. There was little noise outside ; the 
occasional rumble of a cart, the tramp of labouiers 
retuming homewaid, now and again voluble French 
voices, Alling the night and passing on. 

Wroth began in the same tired accents that had 
characterised his speech all through. Now and again 
only his yoice rang out passionately. Spiridion set 
himself to listen, scarce interrupting by a word, his 
hands loosely clasped between his knees, his head beut 
His attitude, for a while, was somewhat like that of 
the priest in the confessional, prepared for a tale of 
conventional error and foUy. But very soon he 
straightened himself and tumed to the Speaker, omazed, 
fltirred to sympathy, almost to enthusiasm. 

Not only was the life that Wroth laid bare to his 
listener that of a rare, of an audacious soul, deeply 
feeling and greatly aapiring, but the young man had 
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the gift of expression. His words were simple mostly ; 
but he had pauses and reserveSy sudden ontbursts, tbftt 
iUumined as with a flash of genins. Spiridion saw 
the solitary, nnloyed, mistmderstood child and his 
fatherly heart bled for him. He was carried along bj 
the turmoil of a wild youth, perpetnaUy flong back 
from its highest flights ; beheld that yonth set for man- 
hood unler Inrid skies, chaiged with doud, fiied by 
lightning; saw the piomising existence doomed, it 
seemed, to destraction, doomed to go down in the 
storm, in the darkness, when, like a star, Juliana shone 
out upon him. 

*' She came to me/' said Wroth in his low, veiled 
tones, "out of the night We were at revels in my 
old Abbey, blasphemous revels — a dozen of those good 
friends of mine you have just heard abont, masqnerad- 
ing it in monks' robes, and I as the prior — she never 
told you ? It is like her to be silent ; I loved her first 
for her wonderfnl silence. She came in npon ns. 
When I saw her face " 

Then he feil himself upon one of those pauses more 
eloquent than speech. Spiridion nodded dreamily. 
He remembeied how the child Juliana had come into 
his own desolaüon. Over the tempest of this reckless 
young life . . . and in the dead melancholy dusk of 
his own berefb existence, the same star ! 

" When we looked upon each other, when her eyes 
met mine, I knew I loved her/' wept on Wroth at last. 
*' I had an hour — an hour with her alone, in the silent 
ruined church/' Once again came the high break of 
passion into words and voice : *' I never even touched 
her band. She told me she was not free. But she 
gave herseif to me then, and she knows it^ as I to her — 
80ul to souL'' He faltered on that. Spiridion could 
find no words; he made a gesture as if to tauch in 
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qrmpathy the young paasionate hand that beat the 
table, and Üien drew back before a depth of f eeling thab 
forbade comradeship. Snddenly ihe band feil stilL 
''That was a year ago. She failed me/' This was 
spoken calmly — ^with a dead weaiiness. 

" Poor boy/' soid Spiridion to himself ; '* how he has 
soffered 1 " 

''She became free, she knew where to find me. 
From the instant of the drawing of that last breath 
that set her free, straight she shonld have come to me. 
At leaat, she shoold have sent me a message — wamed 
me. She waited her mouming months — ^her con- 
ventional mouming months 1 Oh 1 She came, she was 
still in time ; she came ; it was to fail me again 1 She 
saw me on the edge of the abyss — she woold not put 
oot her hand to save me I '' 

The lines about his face grew ever more bitter aa 
he spoke. Spiridion's gentle naturewas floodedwith 
compassion. 

"The abyss — ^my poor friend?" he hazarded. 
"Marriage with another woman?'' He thought he 
nnderstood; some old entanglement with another 
woman. And Joliana's pride, he knew her pride — no, 
she wonld not have spoken 1 " Bat, it was you who 
failed then," he cried, with quick revulsion of feeling. 
His Juliana, before the year of widowhood out, Coming 
to seek her lover — ^her lover of an hour, whose hand she 
had never even touched (la fingulüre histoire /), and to 
find him pledged to another woman ! 

Wroth fixed him with a haggard look. 

"17" he cried. Storm broke loose in him: a 
torrent of words. In language of flame, he told 
the Story of his extraordinary, his unholy paot; the 
devilish tempting by his lawyer, his mad freak, the 
scene in the tavem-room, his choice^ the black figuie^ 
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the yeiled one who was Juliana — Juliana who stood 
and watched him go to bis doom and never stretched 
her band to aave him 1 

La Boche-Amand sat Inreathless. 

" She bronght henelf to that/' he exdaimed at last» 
" to stand in that room, with those creataies, for you 
to choose her I • • . JEh, eommeni done, how is it you 
do not understand^ you who loyed herf She oould 
do that mnch : she oould do no more. What, unveil 
herseif, speak a word in suoh a place, touch you, you, 
who oould not feel her presence? But, oh unhappy 
one, and you chose that other " 

Wroth stared again ; then gave one long sigh and 
leant bis forebead on bis band. Had he wept, or even 
groaned, it would not have gone to Spiridion's beart 
so keenly, The old man rose irom bis seat and paced 
the room in agitation; broken phrases escaping bim. 
*' These poor cbildrenl My poor childrenl Man 
Dieuf what a story, wbat mismanagement I If I 
had but known you, if she had but come to me I She 
never came to me — eh, but they love each other, these 
poor cbildren ! " He tapped bis forebead, balted by 
the otber's chair. " Listen, milord '* 

"TU never give her up," said Wroth, lifting bis 
eyes. ''If she goes to the end of the world I'U go 
after her. She belongs to me, no one eise shall ever 
bave her." 

** Tut, tut 1 " said Spiridion imtably. " Tbat's not 
the question just now, young madman« What we 
have to do is to find some way out of the maze — that 
maniage of yours, why, even in my CShurch it oould 
be put aside I With you Protestants and your divorce^ 
why, sir " 

Wroth stretched forward and tumed over the ktter 
that lay with the big seal uppermost on the table. 
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''I have just written to the man who inveigled 
me into this pretty contractu to the worthy family 
lawyer • . . who acted for the best, who did — ^what 
was it he called it ? — some rather equivocal things for 
my sake^ for the sake of the money-bags, to save me 
from min. Ton see/' continued Wroth, raising a 
haggoid look, ''I sold myself; I sold my sonl for 
money. Tou could not expect a lawyer to think of 
a dient's sonl, I suppose/' He was shaken by a 
bitter langh ; then, with a gestnre of ntter weariness, 
flong his arm across the table and dropped his head 
upon it. 

" Tes, yes, my young fiiend/* said Spiridion. He 
nnderstood little enough of the intricacies of the legal 
Situation; but the facts were patent enough; and so 
were the boy's sinoerity and misery. ''You say you 
have written to your lawyer ? " 

*' That he must break the marriage — set me firee/' 
repHed the other dully. '* That he must move heaven 
and earth, heU, if he likes, and set me free. Fd be a 
beggar — Uterally ; worse than a beggar.** 

''Eh, man JKm/" interrupted Spiridion eagerly. 

" Oh, I know that would not matter, I know now 
that nothing matters exoept her and me. But he 
cannot do it, Minchin cannot do it, not without ruin* 
ing himself . . • and I can't ruin him, Count, not 
evenfor herl" 

He lifted his head to fix his friend with a hopeless 
glance. Spiridion, looked perplexedly down at him, 
then his face deared. 

*'At least you have written, that was the right 
thing. Ifyoufaü '* 

" ril never give her np,*' said Wroth. 

The quiet way in wMch he said it was more ex- 
presaive of deteimination than all his former passion. 
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La Boobe-Amand stood a while in silence. It was 
all very wrong; mo8t repreliensible, no doubt This 
rash young man bad bat paid tbe penaltj of leckless* 
ness in bis money entanglements. Tbe mad marriage 
was a desecration of all tbat sbould be beld sacred« 
The pursuit of Juliana afterwaids was morally in- 
defensible. Yet bis sympatbies were flowing out to 
tbe culprit» nncbeoked by facts. 

" Witb my wbole beart I wisb you good/' be cried 
atlast. 

" Tbank you/' said Wrotb. 

He rose from bis seat to band bis guest bis bat 
and cane. Tbeir bands met. Spiridion bad come, 
tbirsting for blood ; as be took bis departure be 
was longing to take tbe sinner to bis beart, as a 
fatber bis son, 

'^I sbaU be tbinking very seriousljr tbis nigbt 
about it alL I sball inform myself, I sball oon* 
sider. . . ." 

As be took bis bomeward way tbrougb tbe gloom 
of tbe woods be was baunted by tbe ecbo of Wrotb's 
exbausted ydce, by bis pallid face cmd sbadowed eyes, 
Juliana, wbeeling round upon bim, süperb in anger, 
bad sbown no sucb Symptoms of distress. Juliana, wbo 
bad stood aside and watcbed ber lover doom berself. 
Strange — stränge I 

'^Women can be very bard sometimes," tbougbt 
Spuridion tbe old man, even as Wrotb tbe young, ** oje, 
and good women tbe bardeat of all 1 '' 

On tbe subsequent moming Wrotb was awakened 
by bis valet, wbo brougbt bim a letter. It was early ; 
tbe birds were clamouring in tbe cbestnut trees and 
tbe sunsbine was radiant, but tbe world still cold. 
Spiridion bad written, evidently in great perturbation : 
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Mon jeune ami, (here %$ no Tulpfor it. N&thinff 
iffiU urve JtUiana hut sks must leavefar her lUdy^ 
this very day, It is, perhaps, hesi so. FranJdy Öte 
rituatUm is impossihle, Lady Wroth is in my 
Junue, and dedares htrsdf too ilt to Uave, Iknaw 
not how ü may he; I eannot tum her out hy forte, 
Separation hettoeen you and JtUiana is no dotibi 
demandedffor the present, hy the most dementary 
discretion and ddicacy. Yet I am loth to think of 
thepain it will give you. IshaU eseort her, IshaU 
remain with her. I shall he eapeeting news from 
you. Be reasonahle, mon enfant, he patient, be 
prudent» We leave immediately ; dis does n(d wish 
to see you before her dqparture. 

Wroth read the lelter twice. His brow remained 
dear. He called for ink and paper, penned a line and» 
having folded and sealed it with a wafer, bade hia 
aervant convey the missive inatanüy to the chateau. 

What he had wiitten was ahort and to the 
point: 

Wherever she goes, whatever happens, I follow. 

Weoth^ 



Peggie lay in the great bed, in the great bed^ 
Chamber, the oddest presence in such a haunt of 
reserved and delicate memories. The impndent pretti* 
ness of her face looked out between the cnrtains of 
faded mauve brocade, which had shaded two genera- 
tions of severely ariBtocratic dowagers. She was 
harboored in the appartement de la oomtesse-mire, as 
was still known that wing, solemnly consecrated in 
ihe days of Mon-Bepos's prosperons life, to worthy and 
honoured age. 
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On the back of the prie^Dieu her big hat hnng 
rakiahly, its emerald plume startling the dim Tiolets, 
the fainting lilacs of panel and hangings. Her crade 
soent overpowered the larking fragrance of lavender. 
A gaping trunk disgoiged billows of tawdiy finery. 
Feggie liked high colour in everything. A pair of 
scarlet gold-embroidered sandals stood at pert angles, 
dose to the aggressive sheen of the orangensatin mom- 
ing robe, which made a note of discordancy on the 
"dying roses" of the embroidered qoilt. The spirit 
of the room — ^that of the grande dame, the old lady, 
the diwU — seemed to be shiinkingy amazed, shocked, 
reprobating, firom this garish occupant 

Peggie iierself was not mudi better pleased — a 
dingy old phioe, a gloomy old bed. . . . She wanted 
to be np and doing, to be out in the sunshine, making 
mischief, living her life as instinct prompted, and 
here she was — stuck! She had a fine aj^tite; and 
tmder Madame Thomas's gimlet black eyes, she had 
had to check herseif in the midst of her crosty roU, to 
keep np thoee airs of illness which alone jusüfied her 
presenoe in this coign of vantage. 

Like those of most such intriguers, Peggie's plots 
were all for her inunediate gratification ; the nezt 
Step was always a matter of perplexity^ to be solved 
by impulse. 

As she lay, nursing her boredom, forming and 
rejecting a score of idle impoesible plans for the day, 
an idea fliokered into her mind as idly as a butterfly, 
yet it alighted. And the more Feggie contemplated 
it^ the more her irresponsible humour took pleasure 
in it, althottgh it inyolved so complete an alteration of 
vinue and a total stnltifying of her original schemes. 
"My lord will come up after his fancy, no doubt/' 
thought she, ''somewhere abont noon« And about 
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that time^ Peggie Beljoj ^1 liaye leooyered of the 
megrims of Lady Wroth. • • . BriUiant, irresiatible» 
Bparklixig! TU wear the torquoise taffety — ^nay, I'U 
wear the shot silk and the blue velyet mantle — by 
Cupid, it will be a rieh joke I And hell leam from 
my own Ups, that thongh he chose xne, it was the 
Uack dummy he got tied to. Yes, my lord» tied, üed, 
tied! Then, my lady, we'U see whether he'U ratfaer 
have the Mooming Bride, after all ** 

She sat np in bed» and clas^)ed her knees. The 
Bcene painted itself on her vivid imagination. Her 
heart began to beat qnickly. Lord Wroth had chosen 
her with bis eyes open. Her, Poggie, He had told 
her with bis own Ups that it was but the wedding- 
ring that kept him from loye. ''I declare, when I 
look at her, boys, I almost wish I had not married 
her, for, by my sool . . . there is something abont the 
minx." • • . How would it fare with that stock, that 
dommy then? ''She took him from me, the mean 
wretch that she isl I'll take him from her, now. 
Fool that I was not to see the way before — when he 
pointed it so clear I That will be wiping out old 
scores, with a vengeanoe ! " 

She caught at the bell-rope, exnltingly« When 
Madame Thomas appeared, the actress's cheek repeated 
the hne of the scarlet shoes as she tnmed her eager 
fiioe. 

** I want to get np,*' she supplemented the English 
words with vehement gestures and an ill-prononnced 
tag of French. " lever — bain — robes I " 

"Madame has tereir" pronounced the housekeeper 
jndicially. She placed her hard withered fingere oa 
the girl's Shoulders; then she broke into a torrent of 
excliunations and reoommendations irom which, thongh 
fBÖling to understand a Single whole sentenee, Peggie 
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neyertheleBS gathered an impression which startled 
her. 

Madame Thomaa conduded by drawing a letter 
from the pocket of her blue apron. The girl anatched 
ifc and toie it open. 

It was written in a fine elaborate hand ; and from 
the quaintness of its phraseology had evidently been 
completed with the help of a dictionary. Bat Peggie 
gave little heed to anything ezcept its purport. 

Gonel They were gone; and Milady Wroth was 
to accept the hospitality of this residence, which was 
placed entirely at her dispoeal ontil she was qnite 
restored from her Indisposition. 

She had driven them away ; they had fled fix)m her 
— the silly old man and that stock of a Juliana I She 
gave a short angry laugh. Well, she would have it all 
her own way now. The sooner they met, she and her 
beautifül Wroth, the better I She called on Madame 
Thomas with mnch gesticulation for pen and paper. 

** A letter, a letter for my lord, to be sent at onoe — 
vUe, vüe hdtel." 

But, instead of obeying, the old Frenchwoman 
shook her head. She had a grave air, half reprobation, 
half compassion. 

** Paa la peine, Madame. Milord parti ausri.** 

** What ? " screamed Pe^e, tuming livid. 

Madame Thomas spread her hands and fiung out 
her arms with unmistakable gesture. 

''Yes, gone^after the beautiful lady and M. le 
Comte I " 

If the words had been printed for her in her own 
tongue they could not have penetrated more o(»npletely 
to Peggie's intelligence. They had dropped her out of 
their lives, flung her from them as the wave fiings the 
seaweed on the beach. (Jone together I Gone, it was 

u 
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boine in upoo her, to love and happiness whfle 
ehe 

It was aa if the sudden f urj that seised her would 
rend her. She wanted to scream; something roee in 
her throat and strangled her. As she fonght against it, 
it seemed to snap; and then theie was the dreaded 
acrid-sweet taste, Üie choking nuL The old terror, 
never forgotten, rose and held her in Its grip. The 
swoon she had simohited the day before came upon her 
now in grim eamest. 

^ Ah, barUi divifis/* screamed Madame Thomas, lan 
desperately to the door to shriek for Prosper, and back 
again to the bed '* After all, she is ill for goodi 
Quick, to the doctor, Prosperl The English milady 
is spitting blood — she is dying — Seignmr num Dieu!** 

Bat one thing ia this world P^ggie was determined 
on above all others, and that was not to let heraelf 

die. 

She was to keep absolutely quiet, said the doctor, 

half an honr later ; speak no word ; diink milk. It 
might be a matter of several weeks. At any rate, for 
many days she shoold lie and not even wag her little 
finger. 

And Madame Thomas was sdemnly installed the 
nurse and guardian of Milady Wrotlu 



. CHAPTER XXIV 

'^ FOB the happy time when I was so unliappy/* onoe 
-wrote a woman of many-hued experiences. Wondeorful 
alchemy of youth and love, which transforms the iron 
of sorrows, uncertainty, fret, disappointment, jealous 
angoish, into ibe gold of lifo I Had eiÜxer Wroth or 
Joliana been questioned npon the State of their feelings 
duiing that joomey from France to Italy — she in 
determined flight, he in inezorable pursnit — ^both 
wonld have given the same answer : I am unhappy ; I 
am in doubt, in misery I And yet, perhaps, of aJl their 
life's memorieSi this one was destined to become the 
most tender, the most exquisite« most to be recalled in 
later years with a smile and a sigh. 

The traject from Compiegne to Paris, by the great 
North Soad of France, gained for Wroth a stage of 
comfort over Juliana. For she had yet no knowledge 
of his escort. *Spiridion, älthough the loyer^s peremptory 
Statement lay in his breast pocket and he could hear 
the aheet crackle now and then as he moved, kept his 
counsel. Certain things are better ignored, especially 
when there is a lurking desire for their accomplishment. 
If he chose to regard milord's announcement as a mere 
lover's oath, who could blame him ? In any case, the 
roads were free to alL 

He was extraordinarily attentive to his companion ; 
but she thought him restless and unlike himself. Two 
or three times during the passage he hung Ins grey 

281 
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head out of the mndow^ looking back upon the high* 
way. 

*' Yoa legret Mon-Bepos/' she cried at last *' My 
dear godfather, I repeat, this sacrifice is needless.*' 

La Boche-Amand had a guilty haste in bis piotesta* 
tions. Though she would have died rather than show 
it to him^ there was relnctance, even for him and his 
Company, in Jnliana's heart. Gould the silent woman 
only have spoken ! But the flow of passion was flung 
back upon her heart ; and what should have been a 
spring of such might and purity was tuming ta 
stagnant and bitter waters. Gommon-sense, in the 
voice of Mrs. Panton, and an insidious weakness in 
her own blood, bade her profit of her act : speak, yield, 
take her happiness. But something eise, strenger 
within her, a chaste instinct outraged, refosed. A 
subtle change had taken place in her feeUngs : she had 
come to a clear understanding with herseif. The 
f ormer hesitation, the dread of humiliation, had vanished ; 
paltry shadowy scruples, they had fled before the 
substance, the reality, that faced her. 

Wroth loved her with an unworthy love. To this 
passion, were she in the eyes of the whole world, as 
she was in her secret knowledge, his wife, she would 
not give herseif. So £rom a sudden clarity of vision 
had risen her firm resolve : she would not step down 
to him if he could not rise to her. The very height of 
her own feeling, its very strength and grandeur and 
completeness, demanded a like response. Bather 
Separation from the outset, rather this poignant and 
bitter sorrow, than baseness of surrender agaiDst her 
own conoeption of honour. 

Yet she loved him. . . • 

l^us was that first day of travel a blank page in 
the book of her life. Whereas Wioth, sullen enough 
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at heart and dispirited as he tiotted doggedly along in 
her wake^ yet gathered unconsciously to his heart the 
first of a aeries of unfoigettable impreasions. The 
lover, who wants so mach, finds joy in 00 little. 
Inconsequent, absurd, adorable State ! To mark from 
some hill-top the cloud of dnst left in the train of 
Spiridion's berline, was it not to know that, in spite of 
those roUing wheels, he was in touch with her ? There 
was no weariness in the miles that gave him this booa. 
He had to be very wary: his instinct told him that 
precipitate action now woold be fatal to his hopes. 
But he coold halt in his tum at the roadside inn where 
she had dined; drink from the glass her Ups had 
touched. The wine might be harsh and thin, but it 
was a draught for a god. Then there was the gallop, 
with the wind singing in his ears, the exultation of the 
chase whioh brought him once more within sight of the 
cloud, and there were all the emotions of reunion, as 
the unsubstantial vision met his gaze from the far 
distanoa 

The Chili dusk was falling as they entered the 
Buburbs of Paris. The travellers had had to make a 
detaur eastward, towards Yincennes, to avoid the last 
few miles of northem roads, blocked on that day by 
encampments of Bussian troops whose exodus from 
the capital had lately begun ; and the joumey was thus 
delayed beyond the antidpated hour. Under the 
Cover of trafiBo and gathering darkness Wroth ventured 
to push within a few yards of the coach. The rare oil 
lamps were being kindled within the empty gaunt 
Place du Trdne, and gave ghostly grandeur to its huge 
abandoned Spaces, to the 8(»rdidness of its fallen State. 
The great column of the barrier loomed in the twilight 
with a ÜELlse stateüness. It was here, when the berUne 
tumed afaruptly south upon the broad pavement^ that 
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Wroth had a dim visioa of Juliana'a face-^eyanesoent, 
palely drawn within Üie black frame of the window. 
It lasted onlj for the space of realisation ; bnt the 
lover's mind caught and held it. Through the whole of 
the subaequent evening and night it went with him, as 
with a firagiance of some white flower ; as with aome 
dying fall of mnsic in the ear. 

It was early moming in Paris ; oblique rays of 
spring sanahine gliatened on roof and gable and were 
strack back from the npper Windows; light dear 
breeses set ihe ciinkled chestnut leaves dancing, and 
wafted pleasant odours of freah roast cofifee and fxesh 
baked bread through the streets. Paris, still nnder the 
heel of the conquerors and still a dty of captivity and 
mouming, kept, in spite of all, the spirit of Oallic 
cheerfulness indomitable within her. At this hour, in 
London, the lazy world would scarcely be beginning to 
stir ; here the working population was already abroad ; 
bnstling minageres trotting to maiket, work-girls to 
their shops, vendors rendüig the air with their endlessly 
Taried street-cries. The day of toil was started with 
zest ; they knew each other, most of the breadwinners, 
and cheery greetings flow between them. In spite of 
ihe savage teaching of revolutions and reaotions, 
Parisians were still polite to each other; and the 
liveried porter of the great mansion saluted the litüe 
old woman from the attics oppoaite with a fine sweep 
of gold-laced cap, which she received as gracioosly as 
if she had been his mistress, the dachesse, acknow- 
ledging the coartesy of M. de Talieyrand. 

It wasonly when some uniforms of the armies of 
occupation passed among them that these irresponsible 
children of the great city seemed to remember the past 
agonies of struggle, the present bittemess of subjection. 
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Bearded, unkempt C!o88aoks wiäi shaggy pow and 
patched, ragged dothes, looking wiÜi their fierce, un- 
oomprehending eyes like wild, bewildered Highland 
cattle astaray in the street ; Prusaians, overbeaiing, from 
the tilt of taU, straight plume to the ling of swaggering 
heel; Engliah, red-coated and red-faced, and good- 
natnred, almost to aheepishness, in their relations with 
the townsfolk — all were regarded with the same glances 
of hatred. But in spite of all, the essential gaiety of 
the land waa paramoont. Even Wroth, after none too 
good a night, a prey to the depression generally 
attendant on lising with the dawn, could not bnt feel 
the sparkle of the atmosphere. The merry bastle 
aionnd him stirred his mood to hopefulness as he 
stepped down at last into the street where his horse 
awaited him, striking an impatient hoof on the stones ; 
where Sebastien Picard stood ready to leap into the 
cuxricle and foUow his master, whithersoever he went ; 
a discreet furlong in the rear. 

The dornte de la £oche-Amand*8 coach had just 
started with a splendid clatter of freah and stnrdy 
horses, and Wroth watched it round the comer, before 
fully emerging &om the door of his inn, Then the 
spring wind caught him fall in the face. A barrow 
laden with spring flowers buffeted him with fragrance 
and brightness. 

" Monsieur is going to make a beautiful joumey,'* 
med the smiling landlord on the doorstep. " To Italy, 
the beautiful country. I was there with General 
Bonaparte in '95. It is a land, oh, it is a land to be 
happy in I '* 

llie words rang in the lover's mind like a peal of 
bells as he feit his steed move under him ; a fresh 
horse he had also secured and a sound. 

As the whole coriege — ^berline in front, hors^man in 
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Beeret escort, and smarüy tarotting curricle as reaiguard 
— left ihe Luxembourg gardens behind and entered the 
noble dbestnut-shaded Avenue de TObeervatoire, Oaptain 
ChaiteriB, of the First Guards, and Lieutenant Lord 
James Murraj, of the Gordon Highlanders, were 
retuming to their quarters from their moming gallop 
in undress. 

Charteria reined in and tumed to stare after the 
pale traveller that passed them at such a swinging trot ; 
bis comrade unconsciously foUowed bis example. 

« Gad, Jim/' cried the first, " did you see T That 
was Wroth on the red roan.'' He raised a wild halloa, 
but the red roan hammered unchecked down the long 
avenue. 

The young officer hesitated. 

" ril stake my lifo it was Wroth. Tm half a mind 
to be after him. The best Company — ^when he's not 
in bis tempers — ^in the kingdom. What, have you 
never heard of Mad Wroth ? My dear fellow I " 

The red roan was out of sight. 

"Oh, hang it/' cried Lord James, "I want my 
oofifee/' 

Count Spiridion had awakened to a remarkable 
genialit^ of spirit. This man, who had had so little 
happiness in life, b^gan to find a charming intimate 
pleasure in bis Situation as travelling companion to the 
one being he loved with all bis unsatisfied patemity 
and all the stified chivalry of his manhood. The bustle 
of the early Start amused him like a child ; and even 
Juliana's persistent silence could not cast a cloud on 
the hopeful outlook the moming inspired. 

He had a secret smile to himself over her abstracted 
attitude. "The poor angel wants to be very serere 
and righteous. She wants to keep anger alive in her 
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heart. Yet it does not come easy to her to cut herseif 
from hinL Eh, man Dieu, they are young, they love 
each otherl Aje, bat it is to be hoped my daring 
Apollo will not ahow himself too soon^ for her own 
cruelty is pleading his cause with more eloquence than 
he himself conld use." Which reflection reminded 
Spiiidion that he had not yet seen the loyer in porsnit 
this moming. A small anziety began to grow within 
him. 

''Dear godfather/' cried Jaliana at last, with a 
langh, ^'What a restless traveller you arel like 
yesterday, yonr head is for ever ont of the window/' 

** You forget, my dear one/' said Spiridion, in mild 
mendacity, '^ how long I have been exiled £rom Paris. I 
can see so mach that is new, so mach that has been 
swept away. Ah, now, for ezample/' he cried, as they 
approached the Barri^ Denfert, and the solemn dark 
fa^ade of the Observatory rose behind the trees, '' there 
is, at last, an old Mend whose coontenance has not 
changed, and " 

He broke ofiT and withdrew precipitately firom the 
window ; as he did so, poshing Juliana, who was lean- 
ing against his Shoulder, with very unusual lack of 
ceremony again into her seat. He had caught a side 
view of the young man on the roan horse, crossing the 
Wide deserted place. The rider*s crisp head imder the 
curled brim of his hat and the horse's sleek coat both 
bumed fiery red in a shaflb of sunlight. 

" My Apollo, aha 1 " cried the old man exultingly in 
hia heart, and gave a sudden chuckle. 

Troyes . . . Dijon . . . Bourg . . . 

Wroth could never hear those town-names in later 
days without a stirring as of fragrance in his heart. 
The memories of the three sucoessive nights passed in 
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them, end of the thiee sttges of the lapid jonmey ftom 
Paris to the foot of Üie monntains^ had a pungency of 
their own, mized aweet and bitter, like Äat of aome 
old poi-pourri. 

The joy of thoae hotirs had been so intangible, mere 
breaäis of pleasoie and sweetneaa without the leaat 
aubstantial giatifioation. And withal the pain of them 
— ^the want, the longing, the aiudety, the doabt — had 
been all the time piesent. And yet no fulfilled ecstasy 
oould havB lelt audi tender hanntings. 

At Troyes, stränge old mediieval place, stagnant in 
its dream of paat royal grandenr, much the same pro- 
cedure was foUowed as in Paris, Wroth pntting up at 
some lesser inn as near as possible to that chosen by 
Comte Spiridion. Bat the nairow limits of the town, 
the eveniog siience, the sparseness of the people, made 
the lover feel doser to his lady than in the seething of 
Paris. 

He took seat by his window to watch in patience 
the f a^ade of the hoose that sheltered her. Jnst hekn 
the chimes that pnlsed inoessantly from cathedial 
towers and chuich spires had beaten out in fngne the 
longest hour of the night, across one of the many 
lighted Windows he canght aight of the broad silhonette 
of Mra. Panton, passing and re-passing, evidently in 
attendanoe, tili the shutters were finally closed. There, 
' then, was JaUana's room. Hesat neariy tiU the dawn; 
his gaze beating npon those closed shutters. A ttenzy 
took bim ever and anon, and then a despair; a hot 
tide of passion and a bitter ebb. Afterwaids, he feil 
into a kind of dream between waking and sieeping, in 
which visions came to him with such vident rapture 
that in lassitude foUowed peace, and, flinging himself 
dressed upon the bed, he slept dreamlesaly for an hour. 
At sunrise Sebastien, the Talet» aioused Mm as bidden 
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and ihe semi-secret cliase was lesnmed. The mono«« 
tonoTis landB of Champagne urere left behind, and the 
evening hoor saw ihe txavellers spinning throngh the 
lieh provinoe of Bnrgundj. 

At Dijon, Spiiidion and he came faoe to face in the 
Street. It was a warm, still night^ and the air had 
abeady something of southem mellowness in its breath. 
The pavement was wet after a passing spring shower ; 
the gutters were mnning Uke little hill-streams. ünder 
a fiickering oil lamp the two gased at eaoh other ; for a 
second the old man's coantenance was disoomfited. 
Then it deared. 

^' You look very pale^ my son/' he med paternally« 
He took Wroth's fingers in his warm delicate hand* 
Then: "Ah, how is this/' he cried airily» "yisiting 
Dijon? Of conrse, the English custom. The Grand 
Tour ! " 

He made as if he wonld pass on ; bat tomed back 
again in haste. '' How qnickly one advanoes in im- 
moralityl" he exdaimed, between a little laugh and 
a sigh« " Bat, my poor chüd, I could not sleep with 
this memoiy of yoor white face. Understand, I am no 
accomplice. Bat I cannot forbid yoa the high-road| 
cani?" 

He hesitated again ; then he went on with a kind 
of zest, yet honiedly as if, if crime mast be done, 
" 'Twere well 'twere done qaickly," ** Listen. We never 
talk about you in that rolling chaise of oors. Bat, in 
my heart, I think she knows. Teviez, müord/* his 
woids grew ever more low and rapid, *' when we reached 
the bottom of the Valley, at Noirecombe, to-day, some- 
thing took hold of her and she must look oat and back 
on oar road. And, so long she looked that my mind 
mis^ve me and I popped my old head out of the other 
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window. And there, sure enongh» yoa were, saerisH ; 
on the top of ihe crest! Yon and jour hone, you 
might have been cnt out in black paper. Then in she 
diaws, and in I diaw, and there is long ailence between 
n& Then all at once she looks at me and ahe says, 
' Godfather, have you not noticed that we seem to be 
followed by a horseman ? ' Phew I Yon may think I 
looked diBturbed. Kot at alL (See what yon are 
niftlnng of me : a positive Machiavel !) 'My dear/ I 
say to her, * I was going to xemark npon the circmn- 
stance myself. I have noticed the traveller with 
pleasure. In theee diBturbed days, my daughter» it 
will be a gieat protection for ns if some gentleman be 
making the same route as far as Italy« He seems a 
yeiy discreet person/ I added, ' and keeps bis distance 
with perfect breeding/ At that she aays nothing, but 
ehe drops her eyes. And I went on — ^for, you see, how 
one deoeit draws you to another — to expatiate on the 
increase to our safety. Then she gives a curious little 
smile» and looks at me again. ' You think that, god- 
father ? ' After that no word more/' 

Wroth stood, his face set in the marble oomposure 
whioh he oould assume at times. Spiridion, with his 
recent insight into the young man's fiery soul, observed 
admiringly what he considered a display of chaiacter 
Umt d faü Britannique. His heart was melted within 
him towards this youth, this unlawful f aithfulness, this 
misery of passion. 

" If you want to know my own opinion," he said 
suddenly, in an agitated whisper, " it is that she knows 
perfectly well that it is you who are following us, and 
that she will not pretend to know because she does not 
want to forbid it." 

He nodded two or three times, brushed impetuously 
paat Wroth, and strode up the street with long steps. 
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Bat even as he paMed he had breathed into the young 
man's ear : 

" To-moRow we push as &r as Booig-en-Breaae.'* 

Spiridion's oonscience felv idl the weight of this 
last iniqoity as he crossed the thieshold of La Cloche. 
Nevertheless his heart was content within him; and 
more than once that evening a small, secret smile 
played abont the fine old face. 

" You seem happy to-night, godfather/' said Joliana, 
in that half-tender, half-wistfol way of speech she had 
used with him lately. 

" My daughter/' he said ciyptically, '' happiness is 
a lare bird ; when it hovers over our path, we must be 
careful not to scare it." 

Juliana folded her Ups over the obrioos qnestion. 
Perhaps, as Spiridion said, she was loth to admit that 
ehe knew. 



CHAPTER XXV 

At Bouig, whilom fortress of ihe Bnkes of Savoy, now 
a sleepy decayed town between the last slope of ihe 
Joia and the outlying buttresses of the Alps, there 
came to the lover for the first time the supieme 
privilege of spending his night actually under the roof 
that sheltered his idoL It was impossible to obtain 
acconunodation for himself, his horses and his servant 
elsewhere ; Le Orand Coligny, the posting inn, was the 
only harbonrage available. 

He proceeded with infinite precautions. He wished 
her to be spared the knowledge of his proximity, witJi 
some curious delicate desire to help her in that sab- 
terfnge of ignorance which, while it fed the flame of 
his hopes, appealed to his eveiy instinct of chivaliy« 
Therefore he supped in his room, and exgoined upon 
Sebastien to keep to the stables. 

In the silence of that night, nnder the protective 
shroud of the darkness, he had a consciousness of her 
presenoe, a happiness snch as he had only known onoe 
before, in the honr of their meeting in the Abbey. 

The nezt stage brought them into the heart of 
Savoy and the mountain oountry. 

Half-way between ChamMry and St. Jean de 
Maurienne, Jnliana became suddenly aware that the 
horseman was no longer within his measored distance 
from her carriage, Ever since the start from Paris she 
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had feit his Company that f orlong away, day after day, 
in every fibre of her being. She knew ihe veiy honr 
that the oompanionship had fallen away from heat and 
anxiety sat in her heart. At every snmmit gained she 
flnng a fartivej» backwaid look; always to find the 
empty read in answer. Spiiidion appeared qnite 
nnaware» either of the rider's disappearanoe er of her 
anxiety. He pratüed amiably of the soenery, had 
reminiscences of his first jonmey across these mighty 
passeSy rallied Jnliana unwontedly upon her abetraction 
and tacitninity. 

For the first time in her life that genüe comrade^ 
ship irritated her. As the evening b^an to draw in 
about them, her heart was gripped by deadly nneasi- 
ness. What had happened? Some accident? He 
was a reckless rider. She conld have screamed aloud 
as La Soche-Amand began to talk with gaste of 
snpper, and of the keen appetite resolting from 
monntain air. Then an impulse sprang in her to 
flJng herseif into the old man's arms and cry ont her 
Story, her fears. It was her hnsband she had diiven 
from her; it was her hüsband she was fiying from. 
]f evü had befallen him, then was she fitly punished. 
Bat on the YOiy swing of her thought came another, 
HfMihing her back npon herseif like a high wave 
toppling over of its own impetos. What if, after 
all» Wroth, in one of his moody freaks, had merely 
abandoned the chasef Surely facta had taaght her 
the onoertainty of his strengest emotions. He had 
loved her and vowed himself to her in the coorse of 
an honr; and before the year was ont had made mock 
of all womanhood and the sacredness of love and boond 
himself to the first wanton on his path. Only a week 
ago he had honoaied her by the most ohivalrous defer- 
ence; and the nezt day had insultod her, laid daim to 
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her with an insoleaoe a man would scaroe show a 
{Mkramonr. 

Juliana dosed lier Ups tiien, upon the outory tiiat 
nuhed to them. Oould Spiridion harre looked into 
her heart he would have been BtarÜed by the bitter 
auspioions to which his Juliana^ aeieney chfld-natured, 
tmsting, was now giving harbonrage. The lesson of 
Count Cesare, her old husband'a cynical betrayal, the 
ingratitude and treachery of Peggie, had strack her 
deeper than would have been the case with any one lese 
innocent of the world's ways, less untouched by its 
eviL 

** I have a headaohe/' said she. ** Excuse me bom 
supper to-nigbf 

She was Standing on the threshold of the quaint 
bare-boarded room idlotted to her, and stretched her 
forehead for her godfather's kiss with abaent air. 

" Sweet dieams I " said Spiridion. He went down 
the creaking wooden stairs with Ins litUe chuokle. 
He had not been in ignoranoe of Wroth^s defection« 
but attributed it to some vety simple cause; it is 
only lovers who fly to tragic surmises at the first 
doubt. 

The beast that they gave him at the last relay must 
have cast a shoe, have fallen lame, he thought philo- 
sophically. Our young lover will have to ascend on 
foot, or waat for his curride, which is always a good 
length behind. Bat Juliana is anzioos, sbo is per- 
turbed — she cannot conceal it^ dear child — this little 
accident will not work amiss for our hopes. 

'' Sweet dreams I " 

She looked at the narrow bed and its swelling down 
piUow with horror. «How could she sleep^ tossed in 
altemations of agonising anxiety and black certainty of 
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distruBt f Her window oyerlool^ped the entraace yard 
How conld she leave it before she had aeen him ride in, 
in safety, to the only refuge available in this monntain 
village? 

Mrs. Panton came with a cnp of milk, wbich was 
all her mistress would tonoh for sapper. A Panton 
yoluble in pessimism as ever. For the fiist time 
mistress and maid admitted to each other their 
knowledge of Wroth's pnrsuit 

** He's lying in one of them crevices as snre as fate, 
poor yoong nobleman I I hope your liidyship is sorry 
for your hardness of heart^' 

''The read is as safe as the Lnng^ Arno/' said 
Jnliana, against her own cold apprehension. 

'' There are no avalanches in Florence and there'a 
many a one t&üa in the river there/' was Panton's 
donble-bairelled consoLition. 

At midnight Mrs. Panton looked in again; Mr. 
Picard had arrived with the cniiicle and his lordship's 
luggage ; bat his lordship was nowhere to be seen or 
heard of. — " The landlord thinks maybe his lordship's 
horse may be foundered, and he may have pnt np at 
some hut, or have left his horse and started by the f oot- 
way, when as like as not he'll be lost in the snows. 
Aye, it is a sad stränge thing» and Mr. Picard is going 
to Start back at dawn the way he came ! " 

Upon which pronounoement she retired to her own 
couch in a pleasnrable State of gloomy f oreboding. 

Juliana wrapped herseif in her f urs, drew a chair 
into the window recess, and flung the casement open. 
The room had grown oppressive with the heat of the 
stoT& As the cold, rarefied air blew in upon her, she 
inhaled it with a sense of physical reliefl It was pure 
as the viigin ice over which it «ame. It tingied like 
Champagne. The great stiUness, the incomparable 
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mountain sQence, held the ontside world; the vault 
oF the sky was lofly, of a magnificent puiple; and 
ihongh ahe could not aee the moon, her radianoe lay 
over eveiything with a briUiancy that cast shadowa on 
the snow. 

The peaks were cnt in fednt ailyer outline against 
the horizon; the nearer rangea shimmeiing ^th a 
fairy sparkle, their valleya holding blue deptha The 
rush of an unaeen torrent ran through the wondrona 
atiUness, withoat aeeming to break it, after Natore'a 
myaterioua harmony. Sbe could fancy how ita spray 
leaped to the moonlight> how its green — ^the jewel- 
green of snow waters, matcdied by no other water 
ünt on earth, howeyer splendid — ^would look in the 
transforming radiance. 

For a while the influence of the soene, the solemn 
serenity of the hour, raised her from her tormented 
thonghts. But as the xninutes waned, as the half-hour 
strack and then the hour, misery feil npon her afresh. 
She begon to form inarticolate prayers ; visions painted 
themselves of hoirible catastrophe. The grand piirity 
and aloofhess of this mountain world became a tortore 
to her human passion« Awhile she was cold, dosed 
her Window and hung shivering over her stoye ; then, 
suddenly fevered and unbearably restless, hastened 
again to the casement to watch, to wait. All at once, 
distinct from the river tumult, into the night silence, 
there dropped a sound ; the sound of f ootsteps on the 
read. A olean tread, save where the stones crunched 
and roUed beneath it. 

She knew who it was, eren before Üie lithe figure 
swung into sight, black-drawn against the white. She 
drew back ; yet she could not bring herseif to leaye her 
post. The face of the house was set in darkness, ita 
shadows lay sbarply acioss half the courtyaid. She 
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Btood hidden within that gloom» waiting to see bis 
coontenance — the end of her long night watch. 

Here with the blackness about her, up in the high 
majestj of the monntain, ehe was honest : she owned to 
herseif that she hungered for that sight 

He came half-way across the bright side of the 
oourtyard, then halted and flang up bis head. She saw 
bis eyes glisten as they scanned the boose front ; then 
knew them fixed npon her window. Her heart leaped ; 
sbe feit as if he had seen her; feit as if, in a long gaze 
which she was powerless to break, their souls com- 
mingled in the old mad way. Yet reason told her that 
it was a physical ixnpossibUity he could distingoish her. 

His nplifted face, etherealised in the moonüght, 
seemed to her, as onee before, in the Abbey, like to the 
face of a conquering angeL It was an entranced 
instant that they stood, unknowing yet feeling each 
othear, in the night. He was the first to break the spell ; 
starting from bis abstraction with the dedsiveness 
characteristic of bim to plunge into the shadow of the 
house. A moment later the sharp snmmons of his 
knock npon the inn door rang into the night. 

Slowly she closed her window. There had oome 
bahn npon her sotil ; the vision of bis face pursued her 
to the edge of sleep and beyond it into her dreams. 

Mrs. Panton found her mistress the next moming in 
a mood of softness she had not known in her since the 
old Count's death. 

Unrebuked she was allowed to pour forth her tale of 
bis lordship's frightful experiences, as they had reached 
her through Sebastien. How the horse had fallen dead 
lame ; how the rider had gone oß his road to a farm in 
seaich of another moont, thns missing Sebastien and 
the curxide ; how he had failed to obtain anything and 
had been deluded by a herd into venturing upon a 



808 WBOTH 

footpath, supposed short cut to the crest of the pass. 
Here Mrs. Panton waxed extremely pictoresque over 
bis lordship's perils, bis wanderings when he had lost 
bis way, the utter State of ezhaustion in which he had 
at length reached the inn after tramping from midday. 
Joliana had a smile of pleasant mockeiy« as she 
recalled the clean, firm tread that had marched npon her 
hearing, the upright figare that had swung into her 
Vision last night, vigour in eveiy line of it — ^her strong 
lover whose Single thonght on reaching his goal had 
been to look f or her window with piercing eyes ! 

Up in the snow they were still, cold mists hoTering 
around them bom by barsh airs of the snow land ; bat 
below, far away, in a streak of stormy April sonset 
spread the plains of Kedmont. 

"Ah, godfather/' cried Jnliana npon an nncon- 
troUable impulse, reaching her band to her old com- 
panion» " there is Italy ! We can be happy there.*' 

The clink of hoofs upon the stone road resoonded 
from the rear as she spoke : Wroth passed the carriage 
the moment after, at a perilons downward trot. He 
swept the beaver from his head as he went by. 

'For a second Spiridion was embairassed. For the 
life of bim he knew not " what conntenance to make." 
To his relief Jnliana broke into a kngh. 

^ Our esoort precedes us now, it seems,*' she said 
almost gaily. 

" My sight is not what it was/' said the old man 
quickly, " but Dim mepardanne, I almost believe it is 
milord Wroth ! " 

He put his head out of the window, as if to make 
snre. When he tnmed again to Juliana, ready for the 
long-denied moment of confession and ezpansion, she 
had fallen into her silence again. 
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These still waters lan to a depth that even his love 
ooold not pliimb. 

From Susa to Tarin ; from Tnrin to JElorence — three 
dajs' tnyect — the joumej prooeeded^ Wroth still 
shadowing the carriage with discreet jet constant 
companionship. Throngh the ragged flats, the yine- 
yards, the maize-fields— past the misty olives; past the 
fairy beauty of orchards^ past vine again, the maize 
again, and presently the rice-fields and all the great 
rolling champaign pregnant with rieh promise; then 
into a conntry moie arid and picturesque, through the 
lovely Umbrian heights, shadowed with chestnut trees 
in their yoong leaüetge ; over their road, endless little 
historio towns in high, romantic isolation, looking down 
npon them as they passed. 

It was sondown, when the goal of the pilgrimage 
lay at length before them — Florence, gnarded by her 
cypresses, sentinel on all sides; with her many 
pinnades, her one incomparable dorne glistening in the 
ruddy glow ; the waters of her river crimson where they 
ran to the sunset. 

At sight of the city, as once before at the sight of 
the Italian plains, Wroth passed them at his recklcss, 
down-hill trot ; and gaze as ^e might along the dark 
streets, Jnliana could catch no forther glimpse of him. 
For the first time for so many days she had to pass the 
night withont that knowledge of proximity, that Singular 
feeUng of being under his guardianship, that had secretly 
been so sweet to her. As the great gates of the Palazza 
Mordante in the Ohibellina clanged behind them, it 
was to her mind as if they were closing upon all her 
dear, mad hopea Now that she was at the end of her 
joumey, it seemed as if it was the end of a lifo. 

She was weary; the evening was chilL As she 



CHAPTER XXVI 

Theb£ is a salon in the Palazzo Moidante, small ia 
comparison with the State apartments, which has 
escaped their solenm gloom. It takes a oomer and 
looks from cross Windows, one on the narrow street, 
one over more lowly dwellings towards the white 
Spaces of Santa Grooe. 

This room had been allotted to La Boche- Amand ; 
and here in the days that followed the arrival in 
Florenoe he had spent most of his tüne. It had been 
a pleasant and mellow solitude. Here the gentle 
phüosophy of his years had retomed to him, dis- 
placing the untoward emotions engendered by Jnliana's 
ill-jointed love affairs. It is the privil^ge of the old 
to be wisely patient^ to be content to await the 
ripening moment. It is only the young, with so mach 
time before them, who have this preoipitation of 
desire; the yoong who cannot endore delay» who 
mnst gather the bud and diive their teeth into the 
green fruit. 

From his coign apart, Spiridion watched with 
infinite indnlgence the moods of Juliana this first week. 
To begin with there was an austere, religious mood. 
Her door was condenmed to all but some chaiitable 
elderly ladies who formed a league of ultra devotion 
and good works: a smaU black circle, disapproving 
and aloof from the gay world of Florentine society. 
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Jnliana had always been a lavish snbscriber to their 
charities; she now added her personality. What 
with meetiDgs at each other's houses, dLscussions, 
Visits to hospitals^ the oYerseeing of old establish- 
ments, the fotmding of new, it was no wonder that 
she had few moments to spare^ even for the old 
godfather. 

Then came the vclU-face. One morning Jnliana 
ordered the great silver basket of cards to be brought 
np to her, as she sat for a rare idle half-honr in 
the comer room. All Florence had called npon her, 
it seemed, since her retnm. Among the grand historic 
names and coronets, there were six cards all bearing the 
same inscription : '' Lord Wroth — ^Falazzo Bandinelli.'' 
It was the seventh day after their anivaL 

Juliana laughed a little as she laid the six in a 
row upon the marble mosaic of the table. 

^Every day, the poor boyl" said Spiridion, look- 
ing over her Shoulder. His eyes were fall of gentle 
amusemeat and content. These childrenl It had 
ceased to seem tragedy to him and had become a 
Comidü Seniimmtale afber the style of his youth, a 
comedy of which he could no longer doubt the happy 
ending. That mamage with the fantastio young lady 
of the green feathers seemed an infinite absurdity, a 
oontract paur rire; there had been no seriousness in 
it. Without serioQsness it mnst dissolve. 

As he stood, smiling upon Wroth's card, a footman 
entered bearing another on a salver. Jvana glanced 
at it. 

Haye you denied me ? *' she asked. . 
Ma ... I " Your Italian is quick of Intuition. 
Giovanni^s elbows flew to his ears, he grinned depre- 
catingly : " These were her Excellency's Orders," 

"YeSf trua Qo, go/' said Juliana impatiently. 
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She added thenew cazd to the xow viih xnnsmg 
piecision. 

^'It is the fiist time he has called so early/'ahe said, 
dreamily. 

"CMld/' Said Spiridion, with somo impatieQoe, 
*' yoa cannot for ever refose to see him." 

''I am not going to refase anj more/' said she 
abrnptly, "him or any one eise. Well throw the 
Salons open« tnon parrain. We shall haye a feast 
vith music ; you shall play for ns ; let it be for to» 
night^ Battiata has bat to go ronnd — hell be 
charmed with the task*'' She bnndled ihe cards baek 
into the baskek " I go to confer with Battiata." 

She nodded to Spiridion fiom the door. The severe 
beanty of her face was sofkened by an air of wonder- 
fol, yoathful gaiety. 

'* I do not know my Juliana any more. I do nofe 
know her any more, faith ! '* said Spiridion» shaking 
bis head. ** I cannot imagine what she means to do. 
And the young man who has never even been to see 
me — ^well, well» all is snie to oome xight.^ 

Meanwhile he had to practise» if he was to do 
his Juliana honour at such abmpt notioe. The 
decision was over-sndden for his gently-moving age. 
Yet» to see her smile as she had smiled just now 
• • • it was worth far gieater sacrifice 1 

The moming after Juliana's reeeption Spiridion 
sat once more in his little room, an open letter on 
the table before him. Good old man» he had aeldom 
fonnd himself in so Singular a frame of mind» tom 
between conscience and inclination» between the 
dictates of a reasoned benevolence and the impulsea 
of his heart. 

The letter was from the Oai6 at Compi^e» indited 
at Madame Thomas' request to nairate the story of 
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lliladi Wioth's seizure, and of her present conditicm 
of weakneas. "I believe the poor lady to be very 
ill," wrote the Cur6, "but the doctor thinks she 
may reoover, though the ehest will always be in 
danger." 

That she would die — ^this gaudy butterfly, who 
had flutteied so irresponsibly across the lives of the 
two he loved — what Solution, thought Spiridion, coiüd 
be more simple, znore satisfactory, more desirable? 
It was against this practical Üionght that con- 
science rebelled in vain: it re-appeared in the wake 
of every new reflection. The party had left upon 
him a vagne sense of uneasiness. Juliana had 
looked beautiful and the throng had been brilliant. 
The music had been academic enough, and bis own 
eontributions (he flattered himself) had been appre- 
oiated. But there were three or fomr things that 
puzded and haunted him. 

JmprimiSf Milord's attitude. Wroth, man of the 
World, urbane, aiiy, discossing indifferent things with 
indifferent airs, was a hitherto nnknown personality; 
there had been no trace of the impassipned lover, no 
trace of the romantic beau tinibreux, left in him 
last night, nothing of the man of single passion and 
Single thought, whom Spiridion knew and had grown 
to loye. The new Wroth Spiridion mistmsted. He 
was hurt, too, that towards himself there had been 
the same aloofness, the same mere social oourtesy 
as towards all others. Yet twioe or thrioe he had 
caught, or fancied to catch, some stränge looks cast 
by the yonng Englishman upon the group about 
Juliana. 

And here came the second cause for anxiety. 
She had been veiy much surrounded— as indeed was 
to be ezpected. And the attentions of two or three 
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of Üie moBfe biülknfe young tepresentatiTes of great 
Tuflcan hooses had been nnmistakably marked. One 
goes qniok in theoe matters under Übe skies of 
Florence; and where ihe prixe ia so laraly precions, 
the race for it can scarce be soon enou^ entered 
on, in the simple minds of her sons. 

Juliana*s manner^ it is tme, had been, as nsual, 
qneenly and detached ; but, as hostess, she was bound 
to be gracious to alL Spiiidion saw that Wroth had 
no Word in private with her, except some parting 
phrase, as he bent to kiss her band. What that 
phrase was the old gentleman had no conoeption; 
bnt a silence had come over her from that moment. 
Decidedly the news of that poor inoonvenient creatuie's 
deathy if it was to be^ oonld not come an hour too 
soon. 

Fresh anxietj there was, then, weighing upon 
Spiridion's good heart that moming, together with 
a sense of goilt connected with bis own nnholy 
desires« Yet the veiy atmosphera abont him irre- 
sistibly inspired other sensations ; a kind of reckless 
confidence that all mtG9t be for the best in a world 
where the sky was so blue, the simshine so tangible. 
He wandered to the window reoess, mounted its step» 
and stood looking out throogh tiie depth of wall 
over the low roofs to where Santa Crooe blazed in 
white splendour. He held a glass of the jrellow wine 
from the paunched fiakhone on the breakfast table 
and sipped it absently. 

On the Steps of the churoh a flower woman had 
installed her wares. Böses and irises were pink and 
mauve against the marble, camations glowed like son- 
set glamonr. Her nmbrella was green, her kerchief 
orange; what a captiyating dty it was! Throngh 
the open casement the romoor of tiie town filled bis 
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ears; his old soul wandeied out happily into the 
spring air ; he did not hear lackey Giovannino's knock, 
nor note his entrance tili the panting voice was in 
his ear: Her Excellency demanded his Ezcellency's 
piesence ünmediatelj in her apartment. 

Spiridion started. Throngh all his optimism the 
senae of impending event had hung over him all 
these days. The boy's face, he thonght, was chaiged 
with importance. He set down his glass, pansed a 
second by the table in hesitation over the open letter, 
then throst it into his breast and hastened after the 
messenger. 

Giovannino clattered down the stone staus, padded 
across the great shining galleiy with accnstomed soie« 
ness, and flung open one of the panelled doors with a 
flourisL 

As Spiridion approached, he heard Juliana's Toioe 
ciy out from the room: "I receive no one to-day. 
Understand? No one." He found her pacing up 
and down, very pale, her eyes aflame; the folds of 
her grey sük dress rustled and rippled and scolded 
with each angry step. 

Upon his entranoe she halted, wheeled round 
upon him, and stood looking at him, the fine wings 
of her nostrils flickering with her huiried breath. 

** Heavens, how beautiful she is, and how terrible I " 
thought the old man. 

"You sent for me, my daughter,** he staxnmered, 
as if he had been the culprit. " Something has hap« 
pened *' 

" Yes, something has happened," she answered with 
a Short, fieroe laugh, her voice vibrating on strings of 
passion. ''Sit down, godfather. Yes, something has 
happened.'' Again she took a stormy tum and halted. 
" Lord Wroth, the man who prof essed to love me, he 
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has ahAmed me in the ejea of all Floxenoe. The town 
is ringing with my name and hia.*' 

^ Just heaven ! ** czied Spiridion in utter blankness 
of astoniahment. 

'' Tou saw him last night/' she went on. — ** I mighk 
have known. Did you watch him^ godfather ? I might 
have known, ander hia air of qniet, his channing social 
manner, there was the wild beast ready to spring. I 
caught his eye onoe or twice. It had the glare of his 
own wolf in the dark Abbey. He kissed my band as 
he Said good-bye. It was no kiss — ^it was as savage as 
a bite« Do you know what he said to me f * You aie 
mine, mine, mine I ' In Erench it cannot sound to you 

as it does in EngUsh. I loved him ** Her vmoe 

suddenly trailed off, yeiled, sofbened by rising tears, 
bat she fought them back, buming them away with 
a fresh flame. *' I woold not have that love — ^that 
love is insult to me. I might be Hb mistress, as all 
Florenoe thinks me to-day " 

^' In the name of heaven," cried Spiridion shrilly, 
** what has he done ? " 

^ What has he done 7 Eive of my friends, oh, my 
dearest Mends I have been with me ihis moming with 
the Story of what he has done. Go out in the stieets, 
you will find my name bandied about in every comer. 
It seems the Marchese Canovai kissed my band twice 
in fareweU last night. It seems that young Frince 
Liechtenstein placed his band on the back of my chair 
during your music. It seems that Florio Setdgnani» 
whom I haye known all my lifo, called me Juliana. 
Lord Wroth lay in wait for each one as he went away 
trom the house, met each one in sucoession this moming, 
and has left a ballet in each one's Shoulder . • • at 
ezactly the same spot I " 

The rare sound of an oath feil from Spiridion's lips 
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(no wotBe one indeed than VerUre-Saint-Ons) ; it 
expressed intense astonishment^ bat at the same time 
an irrepiessible admiratioii« 

"This is phenomenal/' cried the cid aristocrat« 
''Three in one moming— fihades of Baesompürel 
— each at the same spot. What a shot the scamp 
must be I " 

" You do not understand/' cried Jaliana storming, 
** Mj name ! my name has been nsed ! ** 

" It is true," said Spiridion, reflectively, " these throe 
very gentlemen aie indeed already reputed to be 
aspirants for your band." 

" Bat ia it net that what I am telling you ? " she 
folminatedy and indignation went from h^ like the 
breath of the tempest. '' I am bis 1 He has blazoned 
it abroad, and no one must dare come near me ! I am 
bis property! Ton know the tongue of Floiencef 
You know how even the most rigid lives here aie food 
for gossip? Conceive what I am thought of nowl 
Does he think to force me tbus ? Oh, my instinct was 
a true one." She flung boih hands over her bosom as 
if goaiding its treasures, ''I knew bis love was no 
right love 1 " 

Into Spiridion's withered cheek crept all at once the 
sollen red« Anotber aspect of the Situation presented 
itself. His Juliana smirchedl Her good name 
attackedl The sweet sanctity of her lifo desecratedl 
She was right, this was infamous betrayal, the young 
man's undisciplined passion had led bim into the 
grossest outrage. But, worse than all, there was that 
deadly grain of trath about the position without which 
no lie can live. 

Wroth, a married man, had followed juliana from 
England to Erance, from France to Italy. And though 
Juliana had had momenta of righteous rebeUioDy 
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she had Bubtly enoonraged, tacitly admitted. And» 
woe for Spiridion, he had been acoomplioe and 
abettor I He gave a groan« and dropped his head into 
hifl liftnd<y, 

" Mj poor child — ^what a diaaster I " 

Then he was minded of tbe letter in his pocket. 
The Bolation! In his antique, conventional code of 
ethics, mairiage repairs everything. This augur of 
freedom for both, he now thought^ might do something 
to soothe ihe hurt pride of his poor child. So far can 
the most sympathetic mistake tiie mind of the one he 
loyes best ! 

** Bead thaV' he muimuredi and tendered the sheet 
vith averted eyea. 

She took it impatiently; went to tiie window 
with itb Then he heard her laugh and, glancing up» saw 
her Coming towards him again, dropping the letter from 
her tonch. 

** Do you think I want her to die t Do you think 
that that wonld make a differenoe { " 

Her Toice was weary with the uttennost disdain ; all 
fire had gone out of it She let herseif fall upon the 
great couch that ran at the foot of the carved and 
painted Tlorentine bed. She looked np at the smiling 
face of her dead hosband and oold visions came npon 
her of that smile as she had last aeen it, when, set in 
immovable iiony, it had seemed to mock her youth and 
hope. life ao base a thing, and death the end of aU! 
The last sting of the wasp. 

And Spiridion was chiding himself ; knowing her 
noble natore, how conld he have thought to oonsole her 
with such hope as this ? 

yffilaa" he cried, ''I am pnnishedl The wiong 
seemed almost right. But wrong is never xight We 
both did wrong, my danghter» and I the greater : for 
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yon rose from jour weakness and tried to fly. Whereas 

I " He broke off ^'I was most to blame, and 

cruelly we are punished.*' He thought of the duel out 
of which he had been cajoled. Whatever the ijBsue 
might have been it mnst have placed a barrier between 
Wroth and Jnliana. He thought with deep repentance 
of hifl yeaming to the culprit, his secret aid, his 
deliberate dallying with the iiregular Situation« 

" We are punished where we sinned/' he cried 
again. '' Neither you nor I, my daughter, aie of those 
who stoop to sin; but we were frail thiough our 
affection." 

He broke ofiF suddenly. Juliana had straightened 
herseif among the cushions and was fixing him with a 
glanoe of such anger that the purple of her pansy eyes 
seemed black. The olive of her cheek had tumed 
death-white. 

'' What do you take me for ? " she panted. 

A seeond he stared, bewildered ; then, still uncom« 
piehending, perceived only that he had hurt her, and 
hurried to her aide, füll of the tenderest apology« But 
she flung herseif fin>m his touch. 

" Only leave me 1 " 

Sighing profoundly, feeling that the best of women 
must remain enigmas to the masculine mind, he 
withdrew in deep perplexity and distress to his 
apartment, to cogitate upon the course now to be 
puisued. Something must be done, that was urgent. 
Juliana's fair fame müst not be left at the mercy of her 
madlover. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

As Spmdion mu attaring himself in hia mosfe precise 
faahioiii it became dear to him that there was yecy 
little choice of action for him. Only two or thiee 
things oould be done. The aeeking out of a few 
Morentine notabilities, and some discroet conyeraation 
anont the eocentric Englishman'a infatnation — ^that 
mnst be his first move. A little straining of the troth 
wonld have to be toleiated heie and there for the 
complete vindication of the Contessa Mordante's fiar 
fame. Bat there wonld be aeant deoepti^m in the 
aaaeyeration that Jnliana had given no enooniagement 
here to the fienzied yoath, nnleaa the incloaion of him 
among her gaesta coiüd be ao conaidered. (He mentally 
rehearaed the geatnre with which he wonld tap his 
foieheady dilating npon the proyerbial Britannio mad- 
neaa.) He mnat» of coniae, make light of the matter, aa 
ÜBT aa it affeoted Jnliana. 

He might be belieyed, or he might not ; sometfaing 
of his conyeraationy at any rate, wonld lemain« And 
Italj ia the conntay where the inaanitiea of loye «re 
Biost eaailj nnderatood and condoned« Thiatireaome 
ronnd aooompUahed — clnb, oaaino, cat6, salons — he 
wonld next aeek the ainner himaelf Stern grew hia 
brow npon that project Thia time the offenoe had 
been nnpazdonable. 

He found Wroth magnificentlj instoUed in the 
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piano nobile of the well-known CardmaVs palace on the 
left baok, the piesent owneis of which had been buk 
too deliglited to receive as tenant so notable and 
wealiby a lord. Tbe Windows overlooked the swirling 
race of the Arno between the two historic bridges; 
glancing down stream there was the sun setting blood- 
red over the weir ; glancing np there were the high hüls 
cJready pnrpling against an austere skj. 

The note of the cypress pointed the evening in that 
eastward view with indescribable solemn emphasis, so 
late was it already hj the time the old count had 
finished his diplomatic peregrination. He conld not 
feel that^ with all lüs airy tact and persuasion, he had 
oarried much conviction. Florenoe so much prefexred 
to entertain its own pietnresqne Version; it was too 
openly delighted with a scandal of such freshness and 
romance. In one salon Spiridion was teased about his 
championship, anüably bantered. " Ta-ta-ta — teil that 
elsewhere, caro ! ** In another house^ where one of the 
wonnded was a close connection, he was not allowed to 
place a word in edgeways between torrents of abuse of 
the mad EngUshman. Such an one was a danger to 
the World at large, and ought to be shnt np The 
grand ducal anthorities shonld be invoked, As for 
la Mordante I Oh, la Mordante would have done better 
to remain in England with her lunatic I The idea of 
going over all that way to fetch him and let him loose 
upon ns ! 

In fact La Boche-Anxand entered the Palace with 
a lurking suspicion that he had done mpre barm than 
good, as is generally the resnlt with such well-in- 
tentioned meddüng. It did not tend to make him any 
die more affitblj disposed for his interview. This time 
he sat down ; there could be no qneetion of his adding 
the supreme absurdity of another challenge to the 



S24 WBOTH 

BituAtioiL Bat he iraved Wroth's band away with an 
irritable gesttue. He was tired, dispirited, avowedly 
cros3. 

Wroth had sprang to meet him with a baoyant 
Step, a light in his eye, a glow in his pale cheek. 
The old man was in no mood for these yoang Apollo 
airs. 

*' Yoa have bat one thing to do, milord/' he began 
abraptly » '4t is to pack ap and depart." 

"I?" Said Wroth. 

He stood with bis back against a roand marble 
table, inlaid with the inevitable FlorentiDe mosaic, 
leaning on it with both hands. **11'* he repeated, and 
tosaed back his head with a kagK 

" Yoa, yoa and no other/' growled Spiiidion, ^ an- 
less yoa wish the grand-dacal police to ondertake yoor 
removaL A pretty bosiness yonVe xnade of it, young 
sir; a pretty retom for my confidencel The lady 
whose name yoa have dared to take as a pretext for 
yonr odioas ballying is gravely incensed. Yoa have 
had mad hopes, Lord Wroth, resting on the most 
eqaivocal foandation. Bat sach as they were, yoa 
have madly destroyed them. To be gone ont of this 
place is now the only reparation which, as a galani 
hamme, yoa can o£fer/' 

The set mask of impassivity had fallen on the 
yoang man's face doring this severe indiotment. He 
glanced down, and there was a lengthy silence. 

"I have toached him to the heart,"' thooght 
Spiridion, and instantly began to feel a relenting. 

Saddenly Wroth swnng himself baokwards to a 
seat on the table, canght ap one knee and dasped 
it with both hands. Then he shot a fall glance at 
bis mentor. Hie lock, the movements, were instinct 
with boyish spirit. 
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** But> my mo8t dear Cotm t/' he oried, *' this is on 
the oontraiy the very momeiit when I must remain in 
Florence. Oh, is Julians angry with me? Do you 
know; I don't think I mind tJiat. Anything raUier 
than her pretence of indifferenee. Now, my dear, dear, 
excellent fiiend 1 (What you'ie not my friend f Well, 
I'm yoms to the death, anyhow!) What's all this 
to-do about a simple matter? Tes, it is a simple 
matter if you'U only understand it, the simplest in the 
World. I love JuUana. She lo^ses me — ^pray let me 
speak — she loves me and you know it. Let two men 
ntter the naked trath for once. Onrs is a loye, rare, 
simple, complete. Only for that euipty Convention of 
a marriage (which is no marriage) against ns, we shonld 
be together — a union so glorious that the world has 
held but few such before I Antcmy and Cleopatra, 
Paolo and Francesca, Bomeo and JuUet — ^two that must 
come together in spite of Grod and man« Well, 
vhat have I done? I am letting Florence know 
that she is mina Is that so heinous in your 
eyes ? " 

Spiridion tried in vain to stem the flood of words, 
His first protests had been indignant. At last it was 
with an unwilling laugh that he flung out both his 
hands. 

'* For heaven's sake I But you are jnBd,foufurieuXf 
my poor boy." 

" Mad ? " echoed the other. He sprang up from the 
table to cast himself on a stool close to his visitor. 
" Mad ? Nay not mad, but a great deal more sane 
than all you folk who go hemmed in and bound by the 
wretched tape of Convention. Look at it, for once, 
with the eyes of a man — wiüiout the social glasses, I 
must wait before I can marry Juliana, true, but she 
is mine already for all that; and I shiül ezeicise my 
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right to Protect her from popinjays, presumptuous fools, 
and Gonquering bullies. It is mj right to protect her, 
and I wiU." 

*' Protect her ! ** ejaculated Spiridion, driven free of 
hifl last flhred of prudence ; '' but, good God, man, all 
Morence has it to-day that yon aie her lover I ^ 

" Her lover ! " echoed Wroth, A wave of emotion 
swept over him, dyeing his face and ebbing awaj to 
leave it paler than before. Badiance seemed inde- 
ficribably to transfose iteelf about him, aa if some inner 
lamp had been kLndled. ** Her lover ! And am I not 
her lover ? " he cried, and feil into a deep muse. 

'' My faith, a fanatic I ... As good try and reason 
with him as with a dervish ! " Yet the wonted spell 
was working upon the old man's sensibilities : the spell 
of the youth, the beauty, the passion itself, with ita 
ruthlessness and single-mindedness. 

*' Man Dieu/*' he said to himaelf, "we have the 
poet who is mad on his conception, the musidan who ia 
mad on his harmoniesi and here, for once, there is a 
lover whoee love is like genius itself, an absorbing 
flame colonring his every thonght . • . It bums all 
before it, listens to no reason, but, heaven forgive me, 
in that godlike frame how beantiful it seems to my old 
eyes I " He put out his withered band and touched the 
shapely [dasped fingers dose to him. ** Listen/' he 
said coaxingly, ''believe me I understand far more 
than you think. But after all this is a world of Con- 
ventions ; they must be conciUated from time to time« 
YouVe been — yes, yes, I must say it — ^you've been 
insanely rash, young man. Make the little saciifice 
for her sake. Go away fbr a while imtil this is 
blown over. It will be for her peace, for her good 
name ; and then later we can combine some plan — we 
shall See.'' 
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What of La Boche-Amand's stern resolve ? What 
of his wrath ? Here was he, tempoiisiog again ; Byrn-* 
pathifling — ^nay plotting. 

" When you have heard from your lawyer ** he 

lesumed. Üiis point brought back the memory of the 
Cur^'s letter. It was a powerfül argnment for the 
discretdon of absence and delay. '' By the way/' he 
cried, bdnging out the sheet in triampb, ** read that» 
man jewu ami, and leam that your deliverance in 
probably nearer than you anticipate/' 

Wroth Started from his abstraction« It had seemed 
as if he had heard very little of the old gentleman'a 
discourse. Bat the word deliverance aronsed him ; he 
took the letter, glanced at it, first vaguely, then with 
a kind of snrprise ; then finally, mach as Juliana had 
done, he dropped it from his touch, with repulsion. 

" I do not wish to hear or know anything of that 
creature again I" 

" Bat I teil you she is dying ! " shouted Spiridion^ 
despairingly. 

"She— 4ie?'* cried Wroth, tuming a savage eye 
upon him. "Such as she never die. Do you not 
know that ? *' 

La Boche- Amand picked up his letter without 
another word. One and the other, Juliana and Wroth, 
tbey were equally unreasonable, equally incompre- 
hensible. He was at his wit's end how to deal with 
them. 

"But you will leave Florence, leave to-nigät, 
even for a few days,** he pleaded almost tearfolly at 
last. 

" I ? " cried Wroth again, leaping round upon him, 
with a retum of his first manner. "17 Beloved adopted 
father, I have another little meeting to-morrow moniing, 
and " — as upon a sudden delighted Inspiration — 
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" the fellows at the Embassy teil me tiiey dare not 
Support me any more. Yon, therefore, shall be my 
second." 

Spiridion started on hia cbair. He choked. 

''Whatl Another? This is too mach I " 

** Wait a minute, tili you bear," Said Wroth« Hisface 
grew suddenly black. He laid bis band on Spiridion's 
knee ; it bad so great a weigbt of wratb tbat tbe old 
man could neitber sbake it off nor rise. '* Yesterday, 
one of liecbtenstein's seconds, a Horentine dog, said 
after our bnsiness : ' You give yourself a great deal of 
troublOi milord. Do you tbink it wortb wbile?' 
* EvidenÜy/ I said. ' Tbe old waap bimself was not 
so particular/ be said tben and laugbed; be added 
sometbing about old busbands and young wives — 
sometbing be bad not time to finisb for my glove 
caugbt bim on bis foul moutb — and it is to be swords 
to-morrow, since tbe blow gives bim tbe cboice of 
weapons/* oontLnued Wrotb, witb an abrupt cbange of 
manner. "But Tm not going to be content witb 
winging bim like tbese otbers." 

He yawned and stretcbed bimself, sboving bis 
wbite teetb like some splendid young animal playing 
witb bis own vigour. 

Spiridion, wbo bad been staring at bim, bewildered, 
scarcely able, witb tbe wearied mind of tbe old, to 
follow bim in bis varlous moods, feit a stab of appre- 
bension at bis beart So fuU of lifo, so sure of bimself, 
so audacious in bis defiance of fortuna . . t 

^ Ab, num en/ant,*' be exclaimed, ** never boast ! I 
have Seen many a meeting in my day, and bow many 
bave I not seen wbere your man wbo went out to kill 
was bimself brougbt bome I " 

Wrotb snapped bis teetb together at tbe end of a 
aecond yawn. 
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** Muflt he not be killed, then, that blasphemer ? '* 
Tis a Florentine : nothing is sacred to them 1 — 
and it is you who have set tongues wagging/' 

" Then 111 silence them/' said Wroth. 

As Spiridion went slowlj and wearily home, the 
Image of the jonng man in his arroganoe of health and 
nerve and beauty, his defiance of the whole world, his 
leckless indifference to danger, hannted him with 
ever-increasing melancholj. He had accepted the 
responsibilitj of aoting as second ; indeed, he coiüd not 
have endured to lel Wroth go out to this meeting 
without what little protection his presence, his age, his 
experience, his moderation cotQd give him. But 
beding was upon hinu Was this to be the end of it 
all-^the Solution t 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

" JuUAKA, I have had bad tidings for you." 

Juliana stared at Spiridioa a second müh oneom- 
prehending eyes; then she looked down again upon 
the spring flowers she was sorting, picked up a heavy« 
headed rose and setüed it in the vase bofoie her. 
Spiridion caught the moving band between bis. 

<^My child/' he began again, ''you mnst listen to 
me. . . , There has been another dael this moming." 

She opened her wide gaze upon bim, suddenly 
noting the grey pallor of bis face, the trembling of bis 
lip. She rose from her chair with a Single movement. 

"Heisdeadl" 

" No— badly wonnded.'' 

" I will go to bim." 

It was what he bad come to ask her to do; but 
her look, her toneless voice, the fashion with which 
she blindly pushed bim on one side and rushed to 
the door robbed bim of speech. She did not hesitate 
a second nor stop to snatch cloak or veil, but into the 
street she went with an incredibly stndght, swifb step ; 
passed with the same unseeing eyes the coach that 
Spiridion bad left in waiting, and took unfalteringly 
the most direct lane for the riverside. 

The coachman tumed to stare and call after her 
and then bailed bis grey-beaded employer» as the 
latter came bunying forth in bis tarn with shaken 
spoed. 

880 



WBOTH 331 

'^Useless!'' signalled Spiridion. He broke into 
an uneven nin and caught np Juliana as tuming the 
comer she crossed from the narrow aheltered alleys 
into tihie blaze of sunshine and airy Spaces of tbe qnays. 
He took her band, still trotting by her side, and she 
let it lie in bis like a child. 

Many tnmed to look after them. Some stood still 
to watch and comment; some even foUowed curiönsly 
— the wonderful pale lady, with her fixed eyes, and 
the old gentleman, half running to keep up with her 
strong swinging paoe, both bareheaded in the sun- 
beaten street; he, with agitated face working as he 
talked ; she, silent, not even tnming her head. 

Spiridion never knew whether Jnliana heard one 
Word of what he said to her during that shoit, terrible 
way. But, out of his over-^haiged heart, he had to 
speak, first in üaltering attempts at comfort, then in 
explanation. 

'*It is not hopeless, my daughter, now that the 
bleeding has been stopped. Tme, it ie a bad woond. 
Bat- he is yonng — ah, and admirably «streng! So long 
as this bleeding does not begin again. ... He asked 
for yott, insisting — ^the sorgeon was anxions you shonld 
come at once. • • . But, there — ^there, I am a fool, a 
clümsy old fool to let you think so much of it ! Such 
young wild cats have forty livesl So long as he is 
not agitated — ^that is veiy important, very important, 
you understand. He must not be thwarted — ^no shock, 
ah, that is all important ! He must be soothed. . . • 
Soothe him, all will be right. No question of prudish- 
ness this moming — tny poor little one — life is at stake; 
• « . Thank God we are in sight of the Palace 1 " They 
had crossed the Ponte Yecchio and were once more 
hastening down the river bank. "A few yards, my 
Juliana (God, God, what a moming it has been t) I 
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was bis second, you know ; you will blame me ? Alas 1 
my only desire was to do all I coold for him — üud 
duel bad to be. Heavens« notbing coold have kept 
those two apartl Wrotb bad strack bim . • • tbat 
Aldobiandini wbo bad spoken ligbtly of you^ strack 
bim on tbe moatb; and tbe Florentine came on tbe 
groond in a State of batred sucb as I, wbo bave seen 
many meetings, bave never bebeld in a moming com- 
bat before. Tbey meant to kill eacb otber. Tbe nigbt 
bad been all too loQg awaiting tbe moment. Fositively 
we seconds were of no ose. . « « I coold not teil you 
bow it bappened — socb inveteracy I Oor Wrotb was 
tbe cooler of tbe two, bot none tbe less fierce; tbe 
otber — ^for all bis repote as a blade — became like a 
nxadman tbe instant tbey joined steeL He was for 
ever dosing — and tbe wbole tbing so q[aick tbat before 
we bad time to exclaim it was over. • • • Wrotb drew 
tbe first blood: Aldobrandini, in bis rage, never feit 
tbe woond — so be said, at least How it may be, I 
know not ; bot even as Wrotb, seeing tbe red on bis 
Opponent* s sbirt, dropped bis own point loyally . • . 
tbe otber sprang for tbe opening. Eh, my God, bad 
I been yoonger and qoickeri , • • I ooght not to bi^ve 
been second, I am too old. • • • Ab, tbe door, at last— • 
now gently, remember, my little Joliana, gently 1 " 

Witb tbe same singleness of Intention tbat bad 
beld ber ever since abe bad received tbe news, Joliana 
saw bot one tbing in tbe pompoos bedobamber : Wrotb'a 
livid bead opon tbe pillow. 

He was stretcbed on tbe little camp bed wbicb be 
bad firom tbe first ordered for bis ose instead of tbe 
monstroos canopied edifice proper to tbe room. 

Tbey bad settled bim low on accoont of tbe re» 
corrent faintness, and be lay motionleas, witb optomed 
£ace; bot as Joliana bent over bim, be opened bis 
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eyea and there was triunipliaiit life in them. Her 
heart, which had stopped, started beating wildly again* 
He had seemed so still, set in a beauty teirible like 
that of deatlu 

Shd hang over him a moment or two before 
speaking, gazing into bis gaze. The suigeon, a harsh- 
looking elderly Austrian of military bearing, watched 
her vith aagry intentness. His patient's existenoe 
hung in the balance; women were proverbiallj fools 
— and at the first displaj of emotion he was ready to 
eject her. Sebastian Picard sniffed audibly. Spiridion 
drew back into the shadows, averting his eyes — 
how conld he watch his poor children at suoh a 
moment ? The unconscious tears were running down 
hische6k« 

She knew nothing of these presenoes — she was 
alone in all the world with him. 

*' Wroth, beloved " 

A transient smile came to his Ups. 

" All is very well, then." He spoke no louder than 
a whisper, bat with extraordinary deamess. He lay 
silent a second, gathenng his forces with indomitable 
will. Then oame the clear-breathed words again, ''I 
will Uve," 

" Oh, my dearest — ^yes, you must live for me 1 " 

The smile retnmed — leaped to his eyes. 

" Yon know what you owe me ? " 

Her heart melted over him like a mother's; the 
merest flioker of life in him; these exhausted veins, 
and the old perverse spirit untamed ! She bent to his 
forehead; bat something drew her — ^not the languid 
band he coald not lift, bat tiie fieroe purpose within 
him — to his Ups. A moment it was as if the life she 
yeamed to give him were leaving her for him. Then 
he sighed; his Ups grew cold beneath hers. Sh0 
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straiglitened herseif and flong a temUe lock round 
tiieroom. 

"Heiadead!'' 

Already the suigeon had spnmg to the bed. 
Spiiidion caught Jnliana in bis arms; he^ too, thought 
it was the end. 

" Take her awaj/' cried the suigeon, in an angry 
lasping voioe. ** What did I say ? No, no, he is not 
dead, bat he will be so to-night^ if we have more of 
this. (You, my Mend, instead of snivelling there» 
bring over that phial.) Take h^ away, I say ! " 

They were in the salon, the double doors closed 
between them and the siok man's room, The whole 
place was still fiUed for Spiridion with that gloiy of 
youth and strength he had beheld there over night; 
bis heart was stabbed by the memory of the inert 
figare within, the countenanoe set in death-like 
qoietude. Never would he f ozget the yision of those 
two faces close to each other, as white one as the 
other. He recalled the day when they had met — 
ladiant in spring vitality — in tiie sunshine of bis 
park, and he had watched the blood leave their 
cheeks. 

His poor children. His heart lamented with the 
ever lepeated cry. 

'' Ah, mes pauvres enfanis ! *' he ejaoulated« letting 
himself faU weakly into a chair. 

Juliana started from her stcmy trouble. She tumed 
and looked at Spiridion and her lip began to quiver. 

" I am his wife ! I am his wife, and I cannot teil 
him I I am his wife 1 If I teil him now he will die. 
He wiU die and never know it I " 

For one moment Spiridion thouj^t the ahock had 
tumed her brain« 
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" Juliana — Juliana 1 " 

^' I am hi3 wife ! " she cried on a yet more piercing 
Bote. 

" Juliana — ^my child ! " 

She Struck her breast fieroely wheie the wedding 
ring lay hidden. ''I have bis blood upon my soul« 
The blood of the man I loye/' Her anguish rose with 
every word. " I loved him and I have murdered him« 
My husband — and I dare not teil him I godfather» 
our first kiss is our death kiss I " 

f alling on her knees beslde him, she flung herseif 
into his kind arms. It was as if he held paesion, 
grief incamate. Sobs tore her; the tears streamed. 
His heart was bleeding for her, his mind bewildered 
to confusion. 

'' But Juliana — bat» my littte J\iliana I " • • • He 
could find nothing to say, nothing to do for her but to 
hold her close. 

Juliana Wroth's wife 1 On the faoe of it, the thing 
was incredible. Tet, as he enfolded her, the oonviction 
was bome in on him that the incredible was true. 

By and by, when the storm had of its own vlolenoe 
exhausted itself, she told him her story ; the Singular, 
inexplicable story ; the most inexplicable side of it all 
her own persistent holding of her secret to such com- 
pUoation, miseiy, and final tragedy. 

''But, heaven be good to mel" he exciaimed 
irrepressively, ''since you loved him, since he loved 
you?" 

The blood rushed to her face. 

" I feared his love — I doubted it . . . I resented it I " 
The last words were scarcely distinguishable, but the 
old man, bending, caught them. 

"Eesented?" 



1 
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" Oh, godfather, do not torttue me ! "' She tumed 
her face against his breast "I could not endure he 
should love me — so lawlessly— as a man loves a 
mistress." 

Spiridion sat silent for a moment or so, then he laid 
his hand on the dark hair. 

*' Eh, my danghter/' he said simplj. " What a mis- 
take ] Since it was no wrong in you to love him, sinoe 
it was your duty even, you should, on Uie contrary, have 
given much and generously and without hesitation. 
See, child — ^where it is pennitted, never fear love, never 
fear to love. By love alone is love sanctified. With 
each Step apart you took in your piide you have pushed 
him down to a lower step of passion and lesolve." 

He suddenly checked himself as her head drooped 
upon his knees. She lay like a majestic flower, beaten 
down by the gale, drenched by the tempest rain. Fate 
had avenged itself upon her, as it does upon all those 
who play with great issues and elemental passions for 
some lesser stake of their own« 

Juliana and Spiridion lingered in the Palace; the 
day drew to its close, and yet they were not re-admitted 
to the sick room. Spiricüon's attempt to re-enter it 
had been met by Üie surgeon with almost brutal 
xebuff. 

'' The bleeding has broken out three times already ; 
if it happens a fourth time, it is good-bye, No more 
of this sentimental nonsense, these emotions, these 
embraoes. She was all but the death of him, I teil 
you« ril not have her near him again, nor you either." 

"You do not quite understand how it is between 
them," b^an La Boche- Amand, with his painstakLog 
courtesy ; but the other interrupted, overbearing* 

''I understand that I have got the flnest bit of 
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anatomy I have ever handied to keep tiie lifo in — and I 
mean to keep the life in it. Good day to jou» Monsieur 
le Comte/' 

And befoie the inexorably dosing door Spiiidion had 
no choice bat to retire. 

The long, long honrs throngh, from burning midday 
to the creeping of pnrple shadows, he sat with the 
stricken woman and scaicely a word passed between 
them. After her ontburst, Juliana's silence had fallen 
upon her, oharged this time with the bitterest knowledge 
that can enter woman's sonl; she had injured the man 
she loved« Hers never was a hopeful nature ; there was 
no ray of light on her horizon ; she saw nothing before 
her but Wroth's death. 

To Spiridion, howevar — ^incorrigible old sentimen- 
talist! — as the moments went by they brought an 
ever-inoreasing conviction that the tangled afiairs were 
beginning to be straightened out, that the young man 
most live, sinoe Juliana was his wife. Inconsequent 
optimism ! Otod (ihought this man who had been him« 
seif horribly robbed of all he loved) would not permit 
these two poor hearts to be parted now. That kiss of 
Juliana's should prove life to her lover. Her presence 
would be of more help to him than potion or bandage. 
liCt her be his nurse, and the moment would soon come 
when he would be strong enough to hear the wonderful 
truth. Yonder rough Austrian, who spoke of the young 
man's anatomy, what indeed did he understand of such 
a lover 1 It was the flesh he reckoned with, not the 
spirit. 

It was quite evening when Sebastian appeared at 
lengäi with a summons for the Count to his master's 
side. 

" I shall come back to fetch you, my daughter," cried 
Spiridion in triumph, and went hastily. 

z 
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On the threshold of tiie bedroom the siu^eon met 
him. 

'' He is better. He has asked for you. I glye you 
fiye minutes/' drawimg his watclu i '* If yon agitate him, 
hifl blood be on your head ! " 

The imperious, hanh yoioe started mingled reaent- 
ment aad appiehension in La Boche-Amaiid'B mind aa 
he pasaed silenüy into the roonu 

<< By my &ith, he speaks to me/' thonght the old 
arifitocrat, ''as if I were one of his 'Kaiaerlick' 
fcroopers. And, eh, man Dieu, how shall it be given to 
me to keep this wild boy from agitation ? " 

But in the shaded light Wioth hiy in a great 
placidity. Spiridion disooyered that he had not been 
sent for to talk, but to listen. Theie were ÜBunt signs of 
increasing strength abont tbe woanded man. He slowly 
tumed bis head at Spiridion's approach. The smile on 
the lip, the triumph of lif e in the eyes were more dis- 
tinctly present than before, showed in more singular 
contiast to the bloodlesaness of the face. His voiee 
was a shade more human« less of a mere ghostly 
whisper. 

He took scaroe one of his allotted five minutes to 
say his say ; and when it was said it fiUed his hearer 
with amazement not unmixed with admiration. 

"Bend to me close — ^that is welL Is she herol 
Take her home with you. I am going to live. When 
I am streng I shali oome for her. Till then I will not 
see her. Have you understood? Make her under- 
stand." 

The eyea that had held Spiridion now released him. 
The slight tension of the prostrate frame relaxed, but 
the white lips still moved. Spiridion stooped anxiously 
to listen tiÜ he realised that the words were not for 
him. 
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*' In the vings of her black hair there aie hidden 
violets. Black hair has my beloved — purple ejes • • • ** 

The old man drew away quickly, in terror of the 
piohibited agitation. Bat if .Wroth was wandering, it 
was in pleasant fields ; a serenitj» almoet a joyfulness, 
was on his face. 

''And there he lies and plisins, at death's gates, 
oblivions of that other to whom he believes himself 
shackled. What a character; good heavens, the dear 
scamp; what aadacily, what a will and what a 
lovel" 

Jnliana retnmed to the Palaz20 Mordante Bmesist- 
ingly. She made no comxnent npon the Oomte's accotint 
of his Visit and Wroth's message; ehe folded herseif in 
her great silence as in a mantla But when they came 
into the room where the flowers laj as she had dropped 
them that moniing, and the pnügent^ sweet soent of 
them rose to her nostrils» she tumed livid. 

** No, Tm not going to fidnt," she oried, as botfa her 
godCeither and Panton hnxxied to her, ** onlj take the 
lilies away." 



CHAPTEB XXIX 

Ths late spring had deepened into early Bammer 
over the citj of lilies and roses, and the air was foU, 
ahnoBt to overHsweetness, of the breath of the ins. 
Böses foamed over the walls» ran not in the gardens^ 
scattered themselves on every qnick fareeze. Eveiy- 
thing in tiie World« as bonnded by those low hills, 
had gained colour, richness, perfume. The skies were 
solid blue, the very shadows penneated with sunshine. 
The heats were earlier than nsual ; and Florence — ^the 
gay, social soandal-mongering, gossiping, easy-moralled 
and kind-tempered — was scampering oif to its villas 
or to the sea-board, to Paris, to Switzerland or Yienna. 
In the Palazzo Mordante there were constant pre- 
parations for departure, but the moment was ever 
delayed. There was a feeling of ezpectation, of 
waiting; in the whole atmosphere of the place. 

''And when does yonr ladyship intend to teil the 
poor yonng nobleman that you are his lawftd wife ? " 
was Mrs. Fantx)n's daily inquiry to her mistress, with 
the variants: "How you can reconcile it with your 
conscience to let other people have the noising of 
him, seeing it is yonr right and dooty ? " or " What's 
keeping your ladyship from his lordship ? What does 
the surgeon know about it then ? " '' How long does 
your ladyship mean to uphold this poor kind of 
gamet It's nice tales they're tattling of us — I cau 

HO 
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let your ladjship know. And that wretched Peggie 
gettin' well theie, at Munrepo, all under false pre* 
tences. Wicked, I call it, my ladyl What did I 
say from the beginning 7 '' 

Juliana was very gentle with her irate old nurse; 
opened her heart more to her, apon soxiie odd twist 
of reserve, than to Spiridion, with all his delicate 
refinement of imagination. 

''O Panton, dearl — ^I am not tö go to him tUl 
he sende for me; I must not dare to teil him yet, 
he has been so iUl Not tili the wonnd is quite 
healed, Panton." 

And there then came the days of hidden feasts 
at the Falazzo Mordante, where Spiridion, the daUy 
go-between, brought such snippets of news as: "This 
moming, the wing of a chicken and a moutiifal of 
wine," or " To-day onr scamp is to sit by the 
Window," or yet "To-day we are to be wheeled upon 
the terrace. We make progress, my daaghter, such 
progress ! — ^Inconceivable ! " 

With every such step Juliana bloomed into 
brighter beauty; she who had looked womanly even 
in her giilish years, now began to haye about her a 
nameless, shy grace, an exquisite re-blossomhig of 
virginal youth, before the promise of the hour. 

The last spring flowers were dead; to the end of 
her dajrs the odour of lilies would sicken her in 
memory; but with Üie breath of the roses would 
linger her tenderest hauntings. 

She wore a bunch of dark-red roses in the bosom 
of her filmy black muslin gown; its deUcate folda 
were gathered to her waist with purple libbon. Her 
youth, her beauty« her glorious whiteness of skin, the 
night richness of her hair, the purple of her eyes^ 
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radiated from the doudy aetting, in so many notes 
of colour. 

Spiridion galUnÜy shaded hia eyes with bis 
band. 

'^ A vidon i '* he cried, as he stood on the tfareahold, 
besming npon her. Hia own oountenanoe was beauti- 
M with good tidings. ''We are ordeied to Ute billfl 
and to the fieBh air, and I am commiasioned to find 
a floitable viUar* he cried; ^and subito, as they say 
heiel The doctor (I have taken qnite a liking to 
the monater) would piefer it to be to*morrow if 
poasible. It'a qnick march with hinii now» the 
martinet! But whe ro !** 

Jnliana'a eyea, which never aparkled nor flaahed, 
bat took to themaelyea deeper hnea in momenta of 
emotion, giew dark now. Spiridion took a aeat beaide 
her and gathered her long ivory band in hia. She 
drew it IGrom bim and he aaw a light ahudder paaa 
thron^ber. 

*'Take bim to Tone di Montemnaooli,^ abe aaid 
afterapaoaa 

"Julianal . . /' 

'*Let bim go to Montemnaooli He doea not 
know . it ia mine-— yet. It atanda ao high, it ia 
healthy and ao cool, the view ia ao vaatt AU ia 
ready there, all ia waiting for na. The new wing on 
tiie garden, over the terracea, ia prepared for the 
anmmeT'^the gardena, the gardena are in bloom *' 

She apoke lapidly, her lida caat down over the 
tell-tale deepening of her eyea. 

Spiridion aat looking at her and forgot to apeak, 
ao many conflicting feelinga were in hia mind: anr* 
piiae, aympathy— that aadneaa whidi the old mnat 
ever fecd at the aight of young joy; aadneaa too that 
abe woold ao aoon paaa firom bim, and witbal a great 
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.^ 
thankfolness. Juliana's nde of emotion battled a 

little with her reserve. At last ahe tumed to him 

passionately : 

''Ob, indulge me in thist I haye had dreams — 
sudi dieamfl in that garden 1 " 

" Bat — mj child I You would propose to join him 
there, then? Suielj 70a do not mean to let him 
leave Florence withoat telling him yonr secret — that 
secret which you alone can teil " 

Juliana ^w back into her chair and averted her 
head. 

^ I must wait tili he comes for me," she said, and 
pauBed. 

He aaw the blood rise in the pure oval of her 
hce. **I do not think," she said at last, "that he 
will leave Florence without me" 

Spiridion (what was he there for, as he said him* 
seif, bat to do the bidding of these two he loved?) 
in the coorse of the day obedientiLy carried out bis 
mission with aU the diplomatic skill he flattered 
himself was pecoliarly bis own. 

He fonnd Wroth testipg bis streogth by pacing 
the length of bis terrace. The young man wheeled 
round, a flame in eadi cbeek prodaiming the recent 
exertion« He had grown thinner, and an air of 
delica(7 lent an extraordinary spiiituality to bis 
countenanoe. 

"I haye taken twenty tums,'^ he cried, triumph- 
antly« "That pestUent surgeon keeps me mewed up 
and thinks I am roUed about in a chair still — ^I have 
been a quarter of a mile to-day ; I have reckoned it." 

"Wait tili you get to the hiUs, in the cool 
breezes," answered Spiridion, rubbing bis hands. " Sit 
down now, my boy ; you'll want all your vigour 
saved up for to-morrow. Eh^ IVe not been idle« And 
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Fve been lucky. YouVe no idea what I have found 
for you. Such a place, such air, such scenerj! An 
historic castle, what do you saj to that? And only 
two hours' driye from Florence/' 

Wroth, who had let himself sink into his enshioned 
wicker couch with more alacrity than he would have 
been willing to conf ess, tumed his eyes, fieroely eager, 
upon the Speaker. The bright colour had b^^ to 
ebb £rom his face. Spiiidion lookod at the transparent 
band, blue-veined, outflung with unoonscious lassitude 
on the arm of the chair, tcembling a little as it ky. 

"It is high time indeed you should get out of 
this heat/' he cried in concem. ''And that is the 
beauty of my discovery — ^you can Start, as I say, 
to-morrow " 

" To-morrow I ** interrupted the other. The red 
leaped back into his cheek. Spiridion podtively 
Started at the fire of his glance. '' To*morrow/' re- 
peated Wroth, closed his eyes, and leaned back against 
his cushions as one falling into a dream. 

"Yes, yes/' said Spiridion, soothingly. ''Let me 
teil you now about this place/' he went on as if to 
a child; he was alanned at the sight of so wild a 
spirit in a £rame still so weak. "Torre di Monte- 
muscoli, an old mountain fortress, the seat of a 
once powerful fiunily. It has been added to as late 
as the last Century. Conoeive the effeot: mediseval 
tower on one side ; and on the other, terraoes designed 
by Bubattino— yes, terraces, my young Mend, and 

gardens, they say, that ** Here Spiridion had an 

inspiration. "The rent/' he said, "the rent is stifT, 
but that you will not mind." ("Kow/' he thought^ 
" I haye put off any possible suspicion.") 

Wroth, leaning eagerly forward on one plbow, had 
devoured the description. 
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''Terraces, gardens/' he repeated, "and not all 
dilapidatedy not merely a kind of old raven's nest 
on a cragt A place in fact one eonld bring a ladj 
to ? " the phraae eacaped him nnawares. He whitened 
and shot a fortiye gluice at the old man. 

"£h, eh, we are ooming to it/' conunented La 
Boche-Amand within. But, outwardly, he wore an 
air of such elaborate abstraction that, had Wroth been 
lees absorbed in bis own devonring thonght, he most 
have perceived how transparently he was being 
hnmonred. 

" Heavens/' he went on alond, *' how well we are, 
on yonr shady teirace this bot aftemoanl Bat this 
Arno hath a sayonr, none too agreeable. Dilapidated 
did yon say? Nennt — ^the place is in magnificent 
repair, so they assuie me, even laznrious. The last 
owner was a veiy rieh maa He is dead, the race is 
extinct, bis widow is glad to let. Mon IHeu, a young 
woman I what does she want in the mountains ? — ^You 
authorise me then— — ? " 

«'Conclude, oondudeT' cried Wroth« 'TU start 
to«morrow." 

His leg flong over the side of the long chair, bis 
hands on either arm, ready to rise,^be was canght 
again by bis deep dream. 

Spiridion stood before him, waiting indulgently. 
Below stretched the Lung'Amo, half flaring sunshine, 
half deep shadow. Between the two banks the river 
shone copper green in the lee of the left; for the 
rest, one dazzling sparkle. The eye could scarce bear 
to rest on the whiteness of the further quay. With 
all the sunsbine there was a pnffing miscbievoiis 
wind which blew as from a fumace, and carried 
swirls of dust in its fitfal passage, together with 
soents firom fiower-laden walls — heavy pollen-laden 
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Bcents of lime blossom and clematis to mingle with 
the indescribable odoun of sweltering water and 
baking street. 

''It will be beautifnl in the monntains/' thonght 
Spiridion ; " he means her to oome to him theie,'' was 
the obviooa Intuition, he knew his own path lay now 
no longer with them ; " this lover who knowa not he is 
hnsband« Theie will be uo place fbr the old man/' 

" Two honrs' drive, did yon eaj t *' inqnired Wroth, 
Süddenlj; ^'I will start at fiye to-moirow evening." 
Then he cried sharply, ''Bat what are yon doing 
here> Comte? Go, go and conclnde the baigaini 
Hnnyl- 

The next moming Spiridion demanded to see Jnliana 
before ehe had xiaen. So unnsnal a reqtiest filled her 
fbr a moment with alarm — ^the soul that lores is thna 
vulnerable : ever ready for misfortnne. The first sight 
of her godüather^a oonntenanoe, howerer, reaasnxed her. 
It was qniyeiix^ with sappressed amnsement; and 
though it was pertnrbed too, the trouUe was evidently 
of a humorons description. 

'* Foigiye me, ßlUule" he began, *' for tiiis intmaion. 
I have had a letter" — an iirepressible chncUe broka 
&om him — " and a conversation» eady as it is, with that 
rascal Sebastien Ficard who brought it. Yon will never 
gaesB, Jnliana, what is prepaiing ! Our yonng mad- 
man— *- " Again he faroke off to ohuckle. Jnliana, 
more silent than ever these last weeks, spoke no wonL 
She lay stiU amoug her piUows, in the semi-darkness, 
qnestioning with her eyes. 

" My faith," he b^gan afresh, ** it is the most siognlar 
Situation« If you had listened to me, chüd, yon wonld 
have gone with yonr story to yonr hnsband a week ago. 
Well, well, young wills mnst find their way— *— " Here 
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he was interrapted by a long, approving sniff from 
Panton, who stood tmnoticed hj one of the great 
Windows, her hand still on the nndiawn purple cnrtain, 
in the attitude in which she had been snrprised by 
Spiridion's entranoe. The old man started slightly, 
** I thonght we were alone/' he said, wamingly. 
^ " Oh, you may speak freely I " said Jnliana, ''^l am 
done with secrets ; and besides, she has known from the 
beginning. Pull back the curtains, Panton ; let in the 
air and the light I am listening, god&ther/' 

^ I hare here a letter/' he lesnmed. ''Oh, thero 

are not inany words in it. 

I 

Please teil Juliana I shaU come and su her 
Uhday, at a quarter to ßve o'eloek, on my way to 
Torre. — Wboth. 

''Short and to the ^oiat, is it nott Bat now comes the 
I kemel of my news. Sebastien — that rognel regulär 

I valet de eomUü — ^makes ap for his master's laconism. 

Eh^ m^fi Z>iev / ** La Boche-Amand langhed again ; 

yet there was a shade of anziety in the eye he fixed 
npon the face among the piUows — ^these women's souIs 
with their pride and their fieroe sensitiveness, their 
straining at Ideals and their cbildish snsoeptibilitieSy 
one never qnite knew where to have theml ^Our 
yonng man has formed a pretty little plan, it seems 
notiiing eise will senre him — ^he means to carry yon off, 
my dear I An elopement en rigle. H6, it osed to be 
qtdte the fashion in my young days-nlid matters come 
to a crisis : Notuenlewms I and all was right. Bat sach 
a story as this ; a man elopüig with his own wife . • • 
and to her own hoose 1 Well — ^well, yon can teil him 
the famoos seoret at last, Jaliana, when he comes to 
yon to-day, this hero, this madman, this lover of yoara 
to ran away with his own property." 
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He broke off, Juliana's eyes were lost in spaoe, her 
lumd crept up to the Hdden ring in her bosom. 

** She's off in a dream, off in a dream, faith, jnjst as 
he did yesterday. Well, realities come soon enongh — 
let them dream 1 ^' As for himself, La Boche- Amand 
feit with increasing conviction that his hour of inter- 
ference was over. They were being diawn ever doser 
to each other by the irresistible force of attraction — 
nothing must come between them now ; not even he 
who loved them best 

Panton stirred him firom the reverie into which he 
himself was f alling. 

*'Td better be packing her ladyship's things, I*m 
thinking, and prepare to statt for Terry myself, as soon 
as her ladyship has gone off with his lordship." She 
came to the foot of the bed, clasped its carved panel 
with both her plump handa, and looked pleaaantly firom 
her abstracted mistress to Spiridion, whose face was 
once moie wrinkled with smiles. *' I am glad his lord- 
ship has come to so sensible a decision» I am snre it is 
high time. I trust/* she cried parenthetically, even in 
this moment of satisfaction, the habitual groan was not 
to be foregone, "that his lordship's health will not 
suffer for eyer from the trouble he's been put through, 
poor young nobleman ! Fm thinking, your ladyship, 
there's that box of French clothes we scarcely looked at 
after it come last July. There's a lemon-yeÜow mom- 
ing robe, if I remember right, which ought to suit your 
ladyship wonderfuUy/' 
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The stroke of five was fioatÖBg in the aii from Santa 
Croce's deep bell, when Lord Wrotb was announced in 
Battista's most ceremonious manner. 

Juliana was alone in the great shaded saloon, her 
heart beating heavily. She had come to no resolution 
as to her conduct, save one : that she who had so long 
refused herseif to her yow would now let herseif be 
guided by bis least wish. He might do with her 
as he pleased. Her first impulse was to wait tili 
he came up to her. But at the end of the long 
room she thought she saw him sway as he advanced ; 
even from that distance, and in the gray dimness, 
the ravages of bis illness were but too apparent So 
she rose and went quickly towards him, and they met 
midway. 

He took her band — bis grasp was ice-cold. He 
made no attempt to draw her to bim. All the 
tide of her füll heart rushing to her Ups at last, 
in tendemess, anxiety, womanly helpfulness, was 
checked by bis first words, by the look he fixed 
upon her. 

'' I am here to fetcb you. I am here to take you 
away with me. It has come to the end with me. If 
you refuse to go with me — then I, who retumed to 
life only for you, will die here at your feet. It will 
be <iuite easy» I baye but to tear apart that scarcQ 

34» 
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healed scar. When yon Idüssed me that daj, and the 
wound broke open and all my blood leaped« it was 
very sweet to feel my life flowing away far you. 
I lived becaiiae it is best to live for yon, but tfae 
next best is to die becaose of you, Now yoa can 
cboose." 

He spoke in set tones that betrayed no emotion, like 
one who haa long prepared what he has to say. 

JaUana, looking up into bis face» was terrified by 
its death-like hue, the wild üght in bis eyes, the savage 
determination of bis ezpression. She daied as litüe 
reveal as resist — ^heie indeed was no moment for 
dramatic disdosore. . . • 

^Tes/' she said, *'yes, WioÜl" Her aocent was 
gently maternal. ** Yes, I will oome with yoiL*' 

"Now?" 

" Now. Where you wilL** 

''Then come/' he said. He dropped her band 
and offered her bis ann, stiU with that deadly air 
of eomposore that made her almost tremUe for bis 
reason. 

As they went down the room, she oonld bA the 
effort with which he braoed bis weakness, and aü her 
soul Glied out to bim in solicitude. 

At the end of the gallery^ Panton, with a business- 
like air, stood waiting, a oloak on her ann, a hat in her 
band. She curtsied as they approached and went 
forward to robe her nustress. Wroth stood apart then, 
and Juliana saw bim wipe bis brow« Spiridion had 
completely effaced himself, No one but the servants 
helped them uito the eaHehs, and in deep silenoe they 
droye away togetber. 

Spiridion, at first lorking in a doorway of the 
gallery, and then hidden in an upper window, watdhed 
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ihe departure. In spite of himaelf there was a great 
saduQss upon him as the last litüe flicker of dust feil 
back to the groond behind the carriage wheelB. Donbto 
assailed him ; the child of his adoption had gone from 
him, carriod away in the whirl of a love as remoraeless 
and lawless as it was passionate* Wroth had looked 
strangely^ to his thinking: they all had been too 
precipitate, his health was as yet incompletely lestored, 
his mental balance obviously disturbed. Spiridion was 
tormented by the thoaght that he could no longer 
watch over Jaliana. Nothing left for him now but the 
few last detaik of boainesB for her, the final household 
arrangements. Then . . . well then, the packing for 
his own departnre. 

He feit yery old and desolate, as he descended the 
stairs and came along the gallery to seek his own 
apartment But the sight of Panton, bonneted, 
shawled, weighted down on either side with huge 
bandboxes, moving her bulk, withal, with extra- 
ordinary celerity towards the hall| was an inspiriting 
spectacle. 

*'! am going, Messer le Comte,'' ehe annoanced, 
tnming her large, mbicand visage importantly towards 
him. " And God knows if 111 arrive alive along these 
heathen roads with no better protection than that 
flibberty Erenoh fellow of his lordship'st Yes, sir, 
Sebastien has come for me in his lordship's cnnicle, 
with his lordship's Inggage. We arranged that between 
oniselyes this moming, as soon as I saw in her 
ladyship's eye that she meant to do it at last. Why, 
if rd waited for that old Battista, it would be mid* 
night before I got to Terry/' 

So it was, after all, with a smile on his lips that 
Spiridion re-entered the little comer room where he 
had known such sunny and troubled hours. 
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Upon the mosaio table he fonnd bis Courier awaitdng 
bim. There was a letter in an nnknown band, sealed 
with gigantic wafers. It was a bnlky packet, and an 
enclosnre feil ont as be opened it It was coveted witb 
a sprawling illiterate bandwriting, and signed ** Pe^e 
Vaugban " ; and witb bis nTifamiliar acqaaintance witb 
Englisb, it took bim some tüne before be conld dedpber 
its purport. 

Tben be was fiUed witb wonder at tbe irony of 
fate — six weeks ago, bow mucb would tbe docnment 
bare meantl How mucb angoisb, sin and soitow 
would it bave averted ! Kow it was of less consequence 
tban one of tbose faded fluttering petals tbe clematis 
about bis window was casting upon the evening 
breeze. He began to read afresb. Tbe letter was 
a Strange self-revealing piece of work. As be labori- 
ously made out sentence after sentenoe, tbe woman's 
natuie, in all its pitiful perversion, was laid bare 
before bim. 

" Sir" she b^gau, '' I address mjself to you, because 
I feel you are a gentleman that will act fair to a poor 
girl, and see she gets her rights after beiug made a 
catspaw of for other people's aims." — There was no 
nse (she went on) in writiug to her foster-sister, 
because she was as bard as nails. As for Lord Wrotb, 
he was a madman, but she trusted " that you, sir, will 
see he does me justice after all IVe gone through. . . ." 
And the pith of it all was, that having lecovered f rom 
her illness, she bad seen tbe evü of deceit, and was 
prepared to give up all pretension to Lord Wrotb's 
name, on condition — ^it was bumorous of poor P^gie to 
be making conditions, nevertbeless it was witb a keen 
eye to tbe nudn chance, as the contezt showed — on 
condition that the allowance due to her from Juliana, 
according to baigain, sbould not be discontinued ; and 
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likewise that Lord Wroth shonld continne to pay the 
similar yearly sum, of which she had alieady received a 
first instalment. This was the least, she opined, that he 
could do as amends for his treatment of her. There 
were likewise the moneys left to her by the late Gomte 
Mordante, to which Juliana knew she had as good a 
right as ever woman had. 

The letter almost escaped Spiridion's fingers. Here 
was revelation indeed, here the explanation of mach 
that had puzzled him in Juliana's attitude towards her 
dead husband — her bittemess, her reserve, her final 
and complete indifference to his memory I It was with 
a Sensation of keen disgust that he forced himself to 
further perosal. 

Feggie wound up by declaring, with her characteristic 
combination of impudence and pleading^ that she had 
now an opportnnity of settling herseif in the world 
with a gentleman who had long been attached to her, 
Mr. Martindale — one well known to Lord Wroth 
himself. Were the necessary Settlements made upon 
her, according to the desires above expressed, she 
naively remarked, there would be no difficulty about 
this marriage. Bat, were she denied — final threats 
of scandal and exposore altemated with pathetic 
appeals. 

The old man flang the sheet from him on the table 
contemptnonsly. The creatare shoald be paid her price 
becanse the name of Wroth was now sacred to Juliana^ 
and her peace coald not be bought too dearly. Bat as 
for the foolish being herseif, what were her words, her 
threats? Bat as waves beating the foot of a lofty 
rock. They coald cast ap a little foam and slime firom 
the troabled waters, no more. 

He was absorbed in reflection ; and on the painted 
walls of his room the raddy sanset tints were beginning 

2 A 
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to fade when the porter entering informed him 
that an Engliah gentleman, who desired eameatly to 
epeak with bis Exoellency, was awaiting him in the 
anteroom« 

Spiridion read on the card presented by the man 
the name vagaely familiär : 

Jfr. MinefUn, 
Oreat St. Hekn's. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

Hastilt throsting P^ggie's effnaion into his breast- 
pocket, La Boche -Amand, with some feelings of 
impatience, descended the stairs. What could the 
stranger with the impossible name be wanting of him ? 

He found, pacing the anteroom, an angalar, grey- 
faced man, the rigid decorum of whose attire and 
manner was pathetically at variance with the weariness 
and dishevelment of a long joumey and of some 
evidently overpowering mental excitement and anxiety. 

^ You have desired to speak with me/' said Spiridion, 
in his laboured English. 

" Sir/* began Mr. Minchin formally, with a stiff bow, 
'' I have ventored to present myself." Then the emotion 
that possessed him broke forth. ''Thank heaven, sir, 
you understand EngHsh! The stnpidity of these 
Italians! I have been three hoors, positively three 
honrs, in endearooring to find traces of my Lord Wroth 
— -I was at last directed to you/' 

Spiridion interrupted, his face lighting up : 

'* Ah, now I comprehend — you are a friend of Lord 
Wroth. Will you not come in and be seated ? " 

He gave a genial wave of the band ; but suddenly 
pulled himself up, Struck by a suspicion : perhaps this 
grimy and scaroely prepossessing person was some 
emissary of Feggie ? It behoved the man of diplomacy 
to go warily. 

"A friend of Lord Wroth? I trust I may call 

855 
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myself at least a firiend of the family he rapiesenta/' 
Said Mr. Minchin, aa hd passed into the mIoti. ^Yes, 
I haye taied to be a friend to Lord Wroth." A deep 
sense of personal injury betrayed itself in his grating 
voice» hiB thin Ups folded themselyes in repression, then 
he pursued: ''I am his lordship's lawyer, sir. I and 
xny forbears have done the business of the honse of 
Wroih for a Century." 

Once again Spiridion's conntenance deared. — The 
famons lawyer ! 

^ But how then, my good sir 1" he cried, motioning 
hisguest to a seat. '' I am delighted to see you. Lord 
Wroth has become yery dear to me, has grown into my 
heart, I may say ** 

He paused. The face opposite to him expressed 
no sympathy with this expanaiveness. Mr. Minchin 
cleared his throat slightly, and the sonnd expressed 
more eloquently than most words a dry divergenoe of 
sentiment. 

" I have very important business with his lordship," 
he went on, ^' will you kindly inform me where I can 
find him ? I hare left England, at considerable incon- 
venience to myself — considerable inconvenience — not 
to speak of my business, and I have no time to spare. 
An intolerable joumey, sir, I have travelled night and 
day, and the incompetence and insolenoe of the 
foreigners! Ahem! May I trouble you for Lord 
Wroth's address ? " 

Spiridion began to feel a gentle sense of malice rise 
within him. He leaned back in his chair and surveyed 
the features and form opposite to him with twinkling 
eyes. What a type, what a voice, what arrogance of 
legal importance, what middle-dass self-assertiveness ( 
And, to crown all, there was the skull imder which had 
been conceived the mad scheme of Wroth's marriage I 



WROTH 357 

Bomance, iherefore, must have been there. Bomance 
in that living personation of document and dry law? 
DiaHe, what a race these English werel Wfoth, the 
ardent, the beautifol, headlong lover on one aide, and 
this being on the other, to have met and prodnced 
between them such folly and such success ! 

" I — ^I believe — ^nay, I feel empowered to assnre joo, 
sir, that it will be impossible for 70a to see Lord Wiotb 
for some days to come/' 

His eyelids narrowed with amnsement over the 
agitation Mr. Minchin instantly betrayed. 

"Bat I must see Lord Wroth. It is imperative« 
Good heavens, yon cannot have any conoeption of the 
importance of the Situation ! The fortune of the house 
of Wroth is at stak»— the credit al my name, of the firm 
of Minchin, sir, a firm that has for oenturies been noted 
for its ability, honoured for its integrity. Good Qod 1 " 
cried Mr. Minchin, mopping his brow with a dusty 
handkerchief; " have you any conception of the monstrous 
f olly which your Mend Lord Wroth is contemplating ? " 
He checked himself on the verge of revelation, with a 
positive jerk. 

Spiridion was quite enjoying himself. He would 
soon be able to relieve the worthy person's distress, and 
his kind heart f ound pleasure in the thought ; but mean- 
while he permitted himself to keep him a little longer 
in suspenso, partly in punishment for the lawyer's 
atrocious manners, partly to gratify that sense of satis« 
faction in his own control of the Situation — a satisfaction 
against which even the most philosophic are rarely quite 
proof 

"You mean,'' he said, joining his finger tips and 
speaking with great suavity, "you refer, doubtless, to 
that remarkable marriage contraot into which Lord 
Wroth was induced to enter ? '* 
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Minchm's jaw dropped. 

'' You are awaie of the facta, then," he anapped after 
a pause. 

^^Mcn Di&u, ouil**^ Spiridion waved his delicate 
band. '' Have I not told you— xnflord is my very good 
feiend ? " 

*' Then you know, air/* exploded the attomey, ** what 
I did to save hia fortune. You know, sir, the impoesible 
nature of the young man, his obstinaoy, his profligacy I 
I — ^I — it requiied an eztraordinary combination, a 
knowledge of the law which I may say no other man 
in England could have put into practice, to legalise such 
a Situation, beside all the weight of my repute to carry 
it throx^h. He ran me to twenty-siz hours' limit— did 
you know that, sir f — and in twenty-six houis I did it. 
I acted against my eonscienee to rescue him firom — fiom 
beggary /* The admission leaped out bef oie Mr. Minchin 
ooald check it. '^ And what is the retum hemakes me? 
Sead that, sir, read that ?" 

Mr. Minchin, with trembling fingers,* produced a 
pocket-book, extracted from it a dooketed letter, and 
dashed it open before Spiridion. In Wroth's diaracter^ 
istic writing ran the foUowing charaoteristic lines : 

EoUL d$ rÜM de JVsiMf. Oompiegns, 

Mt dkab Mikchik, — Tou got me into a 
diaMieal scrape, You meant weU, but I am not 
govng to remain in it. I muü ani vAÜ he free. 
Break that marriage ; / don^t eare at what eost to 
myedf. Tou are eo damned cuwning : you*U find 
some ioajf out of it, ani save your oum ekin. Pm 
not going lack on my word ; Fü do nothdng myself 
I leave itall in yov/r hands ; you are eUver enough^ 
you can do it — you m/uet, 

WnoTH. 
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<< Undo it 1 It cannot be nndone. I can't do it, 
sir, I can't do it. If that maniage is broken, I am a 
broken man. The woman will fight Lord Wroth 
will be a beggar; he's been spending money like 
water — money that would have to be refiinded« 
There wonld be such a trial — such a scandal " 

Spiridion saw the moment had come for him to lay 
balm on the lawyer's anguish. 

" Will it oomfort you to know," he insinuated, " to 
know that milord has just started upon bis honeymoon 
with bis wife — and that that was my reason for sug- 
gesting he oould not now be disturbed by details of 
business ? ** 

Mr. Minchin's little grey eyes seemed to dart from 
their sockets, then his eyeUds fluttered violently. A 
dull fluah mshed to his grey face. He caught at bis 
neekcloth. 

*' Man ßieu, calm youiself 1 '' cried the Oount. ^' A 
glass of wine^ sir ? Nay, nay> I assure you all the 
information I have for you can only afford you satis- 
faction. This letter will help to enlighten you. Let 
US exchange documents." 

Mr. Minchin, stUl speechless, snatched ihe letter 
with an eager dutch and rose to carry it to the 
window*seat under the waning light Sharp exclama- 
tions escaped him before he had read many lines. He 
caught his brows in his hands as if his braui were 
reeling ; then feU fiercely on the perusal again. 

*'Wbat is this? Substitution at the altar, 
personation of one of the contracting parties — ^merciful 
heavens, now I remember indeed, the lady under the 
yeil, the lady I condueted home from the church — I 
was Struck with the difference — I thought it all acting, 
mx, all acting I And Lord Wroth is away with his 
wife, you say ? This person he has married then^ who 
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is she, what is ehe ? For Gkxl's sake, answer qtdck, 
Sir!" 

Spiridion bogan with a gusto. Seldom had he 
tasted a moment of keener amusement and delight. 

"The person, Monsieur Minchin, ia a lady of 
highest rank, of remarkable beauty, of peerless repnta- 
tion, of great fortane. She is the owner of this palace. 
She and Lord Wroth are this moment on their way to 
her Castle in the monntains. She is the danghter of 
Sir Julian Tempest, late Ambassador in tUs countiy, 
and the widow of one of Florence's patricians. She 
was the Contessa Mordante Belgiojoso dei Yespi before 
she became Lady Wroth." 

Mr. Minchin let lus bony frame drop into a diair, 
overwhelmed. As the sonorous title feil lovingly firom 
Spiridion's Ups, he glanced pathetically at hün as if 
to make sure that he was not the victim of a orael 
hoax. But the sight of the aiistociatic head, of its 
kindliness and dignity under the white hair, seemed 
to reassure him. He glanced down again at the 
letter in his band. Here besides was documentary 
evidence. 

Then, back in a flash upon him^ came the memory 
of the register. Belgiojoso, that outlandish name 
which he had thought emanated solely from the 
actress's garish Imagination — ^Belgiojoso — ^Beljoy . . . 
Mary Campbell . . . Belgiojoso, at least was real ; the 
register correct whatever might come of the misuaed 
licence — bah, a scintüla^ in the cireumstances ! AU 
was technicaUy safe. A weak chuckle shoo]^ him. It 
was the first genuine moment of satisfactidn he had 
known these two montfas. t 

"Flease excuse me," he said faintly &t last» ''the 
shock has been very sudden and I have been through 
considerable mental anxiety, not to speak of bodily 



WBOTH 861 

fatigue latelj. If I might indeed have that glasa 
of wine yon were good enough to proffer. I thank 
yoUy sir. I will not conceal from you/' said Mr. 
Minchin, his eyes watering after the first sip, ^'that 
you have removed an overwhelming wdght from my 
mind,'* 

" You give me pleasnre/' said Spiridion« Then he 
fixed his eyes ratber severely npon the man of law. 
" For the fatuie, sir, in your dealings with hnmanity, 
remember that money.is not everjrthing. The heart, 
Mr. Minchin, the sotQ, mnst be taken into considera- 
tion, or fatal indeed will be yonr interference." 

" The heart, sir ! " said Mr. Minchin, putting down 
his glass and looking across the table quite waggishly. 
Evidently an old sentimentalist, that foreign gentle- 
man I But Minchin could afford to be generous : had 
it not been for these same material considerations of 
his ... ? '*I snppose I may understand, sir, that 
my yonng client is at last satisfied in that region? 
What an extraordinary storyl Ah, I thought there 
mnst haye been some attachment I They had met 
before, no donbt ! '* 

" Aye, and loved," said Spiridion, briefly. 

^ And the lady was bonnd," suggested the lawyer 
with professional aoumen. *'The lady, I take it, is 
not long a widow." 

He read his answers in the other's sndden and 
haughty air of reserve. Then, moved by a fresh train 
of thoüght, he tomed once more to Peggie's letter. 
'* I will deal with this matter, if you please," he said. 
''I fear it will be wise— it is worth a sacrifice, to 
avoid scandal — to yield to some of this young woman's 
demands. My client can well afford it, besides." 

"No doubt, Lady Wroth wonld wish it so,*' said 
Spiridion, xising to pnt an end to the interview. 
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''Bat I Ahall tie her np, sir," said the lawyer, 
nodding. He had qnite lecovered his profeedonal 
dedüslyenesfl of manner. '' I shall make stringent con« 
ditions. Our joung conple need never fear Üiat she 
ahall tronble them again/' 



CHAPTER XXXII 

Perhaps the strängest experience of all these stränge 
months for Juliana, was that drive from Florenoe to 
Montemuscoli From first to last Wroth spoke not 
one Single word. 

XJntil they had reached the open country he did not 
tum his head, even to look at her; but as the nphill 
road broke at last into the fields and vineyards he 
stirred from his immobility and fixed his gaze upon 
her. Then she aaw a kind of incredulous joy drive 
something of the sayage purpose from his eyes. After 
a little while he took her band in his; bnt his lips 
were sei as if they would never unlock again* His 
mood alarmed, puzzled, distressed her. She clasped 
her fingers round his still death-cold band, longing 
to pour her vitality into bim, and she was glad at length 
when she feit his palm grow warm beneath her touch. 
Again and again the words arose in which the truth 
was to be made known to bim, but his unnatural air, 
the terror of the possible efifect upon him, the very 
absence of all that demonstrative passion she had once 
dreaded, conspired to keep her dumb. JuUana, who 
had sinned by silence, was now by silence punished, 
almost beyond enduranoe. 

They whirled along upon a cloud of dust, under a 
sky where the fierce radiance of the Italian day was 
fast giving place to the exquisite serenity of evening. 
Wroth, it seemed, had had bis horses chosen for speed ; 
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and even up the ascending causeway' they kepfc an 
extraordinary paoe. The gay bells of their hamess 
rang out a ceaaeless chime to the senried rhythm of 
their hoofs« Kow and again the fragrance of a bean- 
field flooded their way with an almost overpowering 
sweetness, Along the familiär road Juliana saw the 
old landmarks rise, with a mizture of yeaming and 
apprehension. Here the wave-like slopes of vineyards ; 
here the mystery of olive groves; here the incom- 
parable green of the maize. She knew that cypreas 
group on the advancing knoU, that düster of red 
roofs round the quaint cupola of the chorch, with its 
frescoed front ; she kn^w that lonely Stretch of road, 
shadowless, broken only by the wayside shrines with 
the awf ul figure of the dead Christ — ^that minded her, 
with a sndden stab of recollection, of the Gothic 
crucifix in yonder room in the casüe, now shut for 
ever from usage — and of the night that with Count 
Cesare's death brought her her freedom. Far other- 
wise had she pictured her home-coming with the 
bclovcd. The weight upon her heart increased, as the 
airs grew keener about them. The road took ever 
steeper tums ; the luxuriance of the country feil away, 
and she recognised that she was approaching the 
mountain stronghouse. The shadows which had been 
deepening in the Valley gave place again to a mellow 
radiance on the height. 

And now the last steep ascent brought even their 
courageous team to a f oot-pace. In sudden rosy glow 
of dying sunset she saw the great arch of the entrance 
gate rise before her; and beyond, those fiowning 
masses of masonry,* jutting to the veiy edge of the 
crag that no sunshine ever seemed to illumine, so dark 
they stood and so wrapt, as it were, in a tragedy of 
old memories. None, gazing on the front that the 
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Toire de Montemnscoli thmst npon the worl4 could 
have gnessed of those gay terraces, of that irresponsible 
Tococo wing at the rear, with its balustrades and its 
statues, its little fountains, fonnal boxwood hedges, 
flower-fiUed ums^ and the riot of colour and blossom 
which every summer let free in the gardens. 

At sight of the well-known gatewaj Juliana dis- 
engaged her band qnickly from the clasp that held it 
Bo fiercely. She feit Wroth's sharp glance of inquiry, 
as she drew the purple scarf from her Shoulders and 
cast it over her hat and face like a great enveloping 
veiL Her hands were trembling in flurry. She 
thought of her servants* inevitable recognition, and 
the consequent abruptness of disclosura It had never 
dawned upon her as possible that the silence between 
them should have lasted all the long way, to the very 
doors, indeed, of her home. 

The children ran out at the gateway house to stare 
at the foreign gentleman, for whose Coming the whole 
Castle had been in preparaüon since the message by 
Courier of the night before. 

" Ahi, he's got a lady with him ! " cried the black- 
eyed portress (for all of whose swarthy brood Juliana 
stood godmother). *' Bun, Giuseppe, run and warn Zia 
Vanna." 

Zia Yanna in person stood curtseying at the great 
door. Juliana rather dreaded the latter's piercing gaze ; 
but she was allowed to pass, apparently witiiiout 
recognition, for the curtsey was marked by reserve as 
to a stranger. How, indeed, could the decorous Zia 
Yanna permit herseif to imagine that her mistress 
would retum with a stranger, flaunting colours too, and 
his Excellency the noble Count not yet nine months in 
bis vault ? She showed the neweomers ceremcmiously 
into a cool, gay, painted room, opening wide to the 
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terrace, füll of the garden's firagraace» and than with- 
drew, annonncing refresliments ; she ciaved indulgenoe 
for the delay — she had not expected a lady, 

The door closed. They were alone. Now they 
stood a moment opposite each other, she still veiledL 
Then she flung the scarf from her, casting her shadow- 
ing hat away with it^ and tumed towaids him, hands 
outstretohed. The tears that she would not shed 
misted her eyes; she tried to smile, but her Ups 
quivered ; his gaze was upon her, gloomy, miserable, 
brooding, his evil gaze — ^he looked so ill, her poor boy» 
and so wickedl There was no longer any sense of 
offenoe within her ; no nprijsing of outraged virtue. She 
feit towards him as a mother may who sees her blind 
child stroggling and wonnding himself amid stones and 
brambles, with the fair path lying close to him if he 
only knew it 

Again an interminable half minute ticked itself 
away — ^it must^ then, be heis to break the great silence. 
She sank into a chair. 

" Wroth — " she said tenderly ; her eyes dropped and 
a deep colour flooded her face. 

At the Sound of her Toice the self-control which 
held him, and which seemed at once so rigid and so 
desperate, broke from him completely. He feil at her 
feet as if he had been strack down, and caught hold of 
the folds of her dress. 

** I cannot do it — ^no, no, I will not do it ; yoa are 
the white lily, I will not break you, I will not shame 
youl Oh, to See you veil yourself when you 
approached the house ! You, Juliana, to be shamed ! 
Go," he cried wildly, ''go. Better death, better the 
hell of my lifo without you, than joy at such a price I '* 

And so out of the very intensity of his lawless love. 
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and at the yeiy moment, it seemed, of its victory, 
had Sprung the renunciation withont which she once 
had Yowed ahe wonld not give herseif. Spiridion's words 
came back to her : '* Where it ia light, never fear love« 
never fear to love. By lore alone ia love sanctified." 

Jnliana flung her arms abont her lover as he knelt ; 
the tears streamed down her oheek. 

"Beloved! I shall never leave you. It is my 
tight to stay with you. ... my dear one, I am 
your wife! It was I who stood beside you at the 
altar, it was on my finger you plaoed your ring« 
See, love, your ring that I have warn over my heart, in 
secret, ever since. Beloved, look at the ring and believe 
— I am your wife ! '* 

As he lifted his head, stiU with the look of agony 
upon it, she cried again : '^ I am your wife I " It was 
no moment for her long story^ naaze of deoeption and 
mystification ; no moment to plead her guilt or her 
ezouses. She oould not even stop to think of any way 
to prepare him, to soften the shock to his enfeebled 
frama She must ease that pain, that torture of his 
soul, at any risk. 

And for a moment^ indeed, she thought she had 
killed him. His head feU back on her knee, his lips 
grew livid. She laid her own upon them^ pressing kiss 
upon kiss, until the warmth of lifo came back to 
them, untU his arms caught her cloee, and she feit as if 
she wäre swooning away in her tum upon the tide of 
his passion« 

Below^ in the garden, the serried lilies flung 
evening incense to the paling sky. The cypress trees 
were growing black against the hoiizon, one Single faint 
yellow Star tiembled low between them — ^the garden cf 
Juliana's dietm t 
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It was September onoe again over the Eentisk wolds, 
and mach such a night as that which had bronght 
Jttliana Mordante out of the well-oidered road of her 
life up the wild avenue of Hnrley. 

Acrofls the wrack-strewn sky the automn moon rode 
high, and cast swif t cloud imagea like flying send over 
the wide Stretches of the Abbej park. Bare still of its 
pride lay the land, but waste and emptj no longer : for 
where eveiy giant had been felled stood now a sapling 
that flong a lengthened quivering shadow on the moon- 
white grass. The great*grandchildren of the hoose of 
Wroth would play in their day under leafy shelter, and 
hear the singing of biids amid mighty branches. 

Majestic, even in decay, the Abbey had ever stood. 
To-night the feintastic rays hid rather than displayed 
the recent work of restoration; the doisters cast 
shadows, not as heretofore upon rank grass and broken 
stony patches, bat on velvet swaid ; a shaft of fountain 
spray from the depth of a shrabbeiy now and again 
caught the gleam, like a stave of song leaping into the 
light. There was a fiagrance of autumn flowers on the 
Wide wind from sheltered gardens. As in the end of a 
fairy tale, the spell it seemed had been broken, the 
curse allayed ; the Abbey was Hurley-burly no more, 
but fitly Lady's Grace. 

Within its walls where, behind closenshuttered 
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Windows, a large and decorous household slept the sleep 
of the sdf-rigbteons, one unquiet spirit yet watched the 
night Bertram^ a shaded candle in his hand, wandered 
from place to place, up stairs and down, through echo- 
ing comdors and shronded rooms, inspecting, pondering, 
touching here a fold of curtain, replacing there a chair 
with tiembling hand ; and ever at his heels, Brutns the 
hound, with drooped head and tail, sedately picking his 
way. Now and then the old man wonld pause, mutter« 
ing to himself, and the hound would raise his great 
head, wise ejes gleaming out of the dark, tail faintl/ 
wagging, 

Onoe Bertram drew a letter from his breast and, 
holding it to the light of his candle, began to con it 
over, as if for the first time. Yet well did he know it — 
by heart. How many times» since that happy June 
hoor when it had come to him, had he not read it and 
rejoiced a&esh ? " Dear old Bertram," ran the fanuliar 
lineSy ** you remember the lady who was blown in upon 
US like a bird by the wind, that night of our last revelry 
at Hurley ? You remember how you said to me, that 
night — *A true lady, my lordl' Oh, Bertram, you 
remember how lovely she is and how good ! She is my 
wife now and I am happy. We shall soon come home* 
Dear old Bertram, I know you will be glad ! " Aye, 
Bertram remembered and was glad. His boy had 
found one worthy of him. The old, wicked, sorrowful 
days were over, and the master would soon be home I 
And now the moment was actually at hand» the 
morrow was to see'it, see the home-coming of Wroth 
and his bride. 

Bertram, folding the precious sheet and replacing it 
over his heart, looked round the hall and began to 
picture to himself the scene of arrival — tili the fear 
seized him lest he scaroe bc spared life for such joy, 
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A wild ciy/ Piercing the otiter wind-swept stilliiefls j 

with its lament, startled him out of his rapt musings ; 
the hottnd at his aide growled deeply. Bat Bertram 
smfled and feil to mattered speech again, half to his 
dumb companion, half to himself. That was cid 
Lapns, baying at the moon £rom his pen in the kenneb 
. . . and no doubt Professor Brown was granting in his 
pit, and padding it ap and down, for such wüd moonlit 
nights made the wild things restless • • . Aye, aye, the 
wolf and the bear — a mad lad to have such favourites I 
My loid would be content to find them in good case. 
« . . "Bat you and I, Bratus, are growing old« £h, 
your muzzle tHere is well nigb as white as my head I 
We were none too young when he 1^ us. . . . and six 
months makes a deal of difTerence at our age. Eh, 
Bratus^ we've tkiissed the master sore 1 " 

All was in order against the morrow» &om my lady's 
boudoir overlookiug the walled garden, to the soite of 
rooms for the honoured guest my lord was biinging 
with him, anent the preparation of which he had sent 
such minute instructions, and for whose use (an 
important personage evidently and a musieian) the 
grand new pianoforte had arrived but yesterday from 
London town. 

*' All's ready,** said Bertram to the hound, '* and now 
one last look at the church — eh, Brutus ? *^ 

The wind was singing among the pinnacles as, 
foUowed by lus grave-eyed compaaion, he crept through 
the holy-haunted Spaces, movingin his own faint radiu# 
of light like some little spectral sacristan called back to 
old duties with the midnight disquietude of ghosts, 
Now the altar-table of the sanctuaiy shone out in the 
glimmer — ^restored to its high place ; never again should 
äny but sacramental cup be nüsed above it — ^now the 
faint flame flittered from pillar to piUar, arrested hero 



WROTH 371 

and ihere to illumine some recoyered statue, majestio 
in its niche. 

On a oomer of the Abbot's monument Bertram seft 
bis lantem down and paused to rest, while Brutus Bub- 
sided at his feet, and stretched his head between hia 
paws with a great eigb of comfort The old man*s mind 
was busy painting the dim Spaces with tender-coloured 
visions of his own : " Theyll be christening the heir in 
here, one daj/' he was thinking. ** If the Lord would 
bat let me live to see that "!•••• 

A small secret air, sweeping vaguelj throngh the 
church, set the flame a-dancing: it played on the 
wrinkled face that trembled between smiles and tears ; 
on the marble countenance beneath it^ on its upward 
gaze^ its streng serenity seeking ineffable distances« 
Abbot Ambrose lay as he had lain throngh all the years 
of desecration and revelry, as he would lie in these 
retuming times of order and dignity : indifierent with 
the high indifference of etemity to the changes of thia 
world's fleeting show. 



THE END 
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